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PREFACE 


| Cherries ten years ago, Tarr, my first 
book, in a sense the first book of an epoch 
in England, is often referred to and a new edi- 
tion has, for several years, been in demand. 
But in turning back to it I have always felt 
that as regards form simply it should not 
appear again as it stood, for it was written 
with extreme haste, during the first year of 
the War, during a period of illness and rest- 
less convalescence. Accordingly for the pre- 
sent edition I have throughout finished what 
was rough and given the narrative every- 
where a greater precision. A few scenes have 
been expanded and some material added. 


WynpHAM LEwIs. 
November 1928. 
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L'ouvrage eust été moins mien : et sa fin princi- 
pale et perfection, c’est d’estre exactement mien. 
Je corrigerois bien une erreur accidentale, dequoy 
je suis plain, ainsi que je cours inadvertemment : 
mais les imperfections qui sont en moy ordinaires 
et constantes, ce seroit trahison de les oster. 
Quand on m’a dit ou que moy-mesme me suis 
dict : ‘Tu es trop espais en figures: Voila un mot 
du cru de Gascoingne: Voila une frase danger- 
euse (je n’en refuis aucune de celles qui s'usent 
emmy les rues francoises; ceux qui veulent com- 
battre l’usage par la grammaire se mocquent) : 
Voila un discours ignorant: Voil& un discours 
paradoxe: En voila un trop fol. [Tu te joues 
souvent, on estimera que tu dies 4 droit ce que 
tu dis 4 feinte.|—Ouy, fais-je, mais je corrige les 
fautes d’inadvertence non celles de coustume. 
Est-ce pas ainsi que je parle par tout? Me 
represente-je pas vivement ? suffit.’ 

Montaigne, Liv. III, ch. v. 


Le plus simplement se commettre 4 nature, c’est 
sy commetire le plus sagement. O que c’est un 
doux et mol chevet, et sain, que l’ignorance et 
V’incuriosité, 4 reposer une teste bien faicte ! ’ 
Montaigne, Liv. I, ch. xiii, ‘ De l’expérience.’ 


PART I 


BERTHA 


Chapter I 


ARIS hints of sacrifice. But here we deal with that 

large dusty facet known to indulgent and congruous 
kind: 1 1s in its capacity of delicious inn and majestic 
Baedeker, where western Venuses twang its responsive 
streets and hush to soft growl before 1ts statues, that 1t 1s 
seen. It 1s not across 1ts Thébaide that the unscrupulous 
heroes chase each other’s shadows. they are largely ignor- 
ant of all but their restless personal lives. 


Inconceivably generous and naive faces haunt the 
Vitelotte Quarter.—We are not, however, in a Hollywood 
camp of pseudo-cowpunchers (though ‘ guns’ tap rhyth- 
mically the buttocks). Art 1s being studied.—But ‘ art ’ 
is not anything serious or exclusive . it 1s the smell of oil 
pamt, Henri Murger’s V1e de Boheme, corduroy trousers, 
the operatic Italian model but the poetry, above all, of 
linseed oil and turpentine. 

The Vitelotte Quarter 1s given up to Art: Letters 
and other things are round the corner. Its rent 1s halt 
paid by America. Germany occupies a sensible apart- 
ment on the second floor. A hundred square yards at its 
centre 1s a convenient space, where the Boulevard du 
Paradis and the Boulevard Kreutzberg cross with their 
electric trams: in the middle is a pavement island, like 
vestige of submerged masonry. Itahan models festoon it 
in symmetrical human groups ; it 1s also their club. 

The Café Berne, at one side, is the club of the ‘ grands 
messieurs du Berne.’ So you have the clap-trap Cam- 
pagnia tribe outside, in the Café twenty sluggish common- 
sense Germans, a Middle West group or two, drinking and 
playing billiards. These are the most permanent tableaux 
of this place, disheartening and admonitory as a Tussaud’s 
of the Flood. 

* 
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Hobson and Tarr met in the Boulevard du Paradis.— 
They met in a gingerly, shuffling fashion: they had so 
many good reasons for not slowing down when they met, 
numbers of antecedent meetings when it would have been 
better if they had kept on, all pointing to why they should 
crush their hats over their eyes and hurry forward, so that 
it was a defeat and insanitary to have their bodies shuffl- 
ing and gesticulating there. (‘Why cannot most people, 
having talked and annoyed each other once or twice, 
rebecome strangers simply? Oh for multitudes of 
divorces in our me@urs, more than the old vexed sex ones ! 
Ah yes, ah yes—!’ had not Tarr once put forward, and 
Hobson agreed 7) 

* Have you been back long?’ Tarr asked with despon- 
dent slowness. 

‘No. I got back yesterday’ said Hobson, with pleas- 
antly twisted scowl. 

(“Heavens ! one day here only, and lo I meet him.’) 

* How is London looking, then ? ’ 

* Very much as usual.—I wasn’t there the whole time ; 
I was in Cambridge last week.’ 

(‘I wish you ’d go to hell from time to time instead of 
Cambridge, as it always is, you grim grim dog!’ Tarr 
wished behind the veil.) 

They went to the Berne to have thcir drink. 

They sat for some minutes with a stately discomfort of 
self-consciousness, staring in front of them. It was really 
only a dreary boiling anger with themselves and against 
the contradictions of civilized life; the hatred that per- 
sonal diversities engender was fermenting under the 
camouflage of intricate accommodations and in each 
other’s company they were conscious of this stir. ‘ Phew, 
phew ! ’—a tenuous howl, like a subterranean wind, rose 
from the borderland of their consciousness. There they 
were on the point of opening, with tired ashamed fingers, 
well-worn pages of their souls, soon to be muttering 
between their teeth the hackneyed pages to each other : 
in different degrees and disproportionate ways they were 
resentful. 

So they sat with this absurd travesty of a Quaker’s 
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Meeting, shyness appearing to emanate masterfully from 
Tarr. And in another case, with almost any one but 
Hobson, it might have been shyness: for Tarr had a gauche 
puritanical ritual of self, the result of solitary habits. 
Certain observances were demanded of those approaching 
him, and were quite gratuitously observed in return. The 
fetish within—soul-dweller that is strikingly like a wood- 
dweller, and who was not often enough disturbed to have 
had the sylvan shyness mitigated—would still cling to 
these forms. Sometimes Tarr’s crafty daimon, aghast at 
its nakedness, would manage to borrow or purloin some 
shape of covering from elegantly draped visitor. 

But for Hobson’s outfit Tarr had the most elaborate 
contempt. This was Alan Hobson’s outfit: a Cambridge 
cut disfigured his originally manly and melodramatic form. 
His father was said to be a wealthy merchant some- 
where in Egypt. Very athletic, his dark and cavernous 
features had been constructed by nature as a lurking- 
place for villainies and passions : but Hobson had double- 
crossed his rascally sinuous body. He slouched and 
ambled along, neglecting his muscles : and his full-blooded 
blackguard’s countenance attempted to portray delicacies 
of common sense and gossamer-like backslidings into the 
inane that would have puzzled any analyst unacquainted 
with his peculiar training. Occasionally he would exploit 
his criminal appearance and blacksmith’s muscles for a 
short time, however : and his strong piercing laugh threw 
ABC waitresses into confusion. The art-touch, the 
Bloomsbury technique, was very noticeable. Hobson’s 
Harris tweeds were shabby, from beneath his dejected 
jacket emerged a pendant seat, his massive shoes were 
hooded by the superfluous inches of his trousers: a hat 
suggesting that his ancestors had been Plainsmen or some 
rough sunny folk shaded unnecessarily his countenance, 
already far from open. 

The material for conversation afforded by a short sea 
voyage, an absence, a panama hat on his companion’s 
head, had been exhausted. Tarr possessed no deft hand 
or economy of force : his muscles rose unnecessarily on his 
arm to lift a wine-glass to his lips: he had no social 
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machinery at all at his disposal and was compelled to get 
along as well as he could with the cumbrous one of the in- 
tellect. With this he danced about it is true: but it was 
full of sinister piston-rods, organ-like shapes, heavy drills. 
When he tried to be amiable he usually only succeeded in 
being portentous. 

It was an effort to talk to Hobson : for this effort a great 
reserve of nervous force was brought into play: it got to 
work and wove its large anomalous patterns. Taking 
crudely the subject that was foremost in his existence he 
imposed it upon their talk. 


Tarr turned to Hobson and seized him, conversation- 
ally, by the hair. 

‘Well Walt Whitman, when are you going to get your 
hair cut ?’ 

Hobson lifted up startled astonished eyes and sniggered. 

‘Why do you call me Walt Whitman ? ’ 

* Would you prefer Buffalo Bill, or is it Thomas Carlyle?’ 

‘It is not Thomas Carlyle.’ 

‘“* Roi je ne suis: prince je ne daigne.” That ’s Hob- 
son’s choice. But why so much hair? I don’t wear my 
hair long: if you had as many reasons for wearing it long 
as I have we should see it flowing round your ankles ! ’ 

‘I might ask you under those circumstances why you 
wear it short. But I expect you have excellent reasons of 
yourown. I can’t see why you should resent my innocent 
device : however long I wore it you would not suffer, we do 
not compete.’ 

Tarr rattled the cement match-stand upon the suety 
marble and the garcon sang prettily ‘Tout de suite, tout 
de suite!’ 

‘ Hobson, you were telling me about a studio to let be- 
fore you left.—I forget the details—.’ 

‘ Was it one behind the Pantheon ? ’ 

‘That ’s it. Was there electric light ? ’ 

‘No I don’t think there was electric light. But I can 
find out for you.’ 

‘ How did you come to hear of it ?’ 

* Through a German I know—Salle, Salla, or something.’ 
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‘What was the street ?’ 

‘The Rue Lhomond. I forget the number.’ 

‘Ill go and have a look at it after lunch.—What on 
earth possesses you to know so many Germans?’ Tarr 
asked, sighing, as a burdensome afterthought. 

‘Don’t you like Germans ?—You ’ve just been too in- 
timate with one, that ’s what it is.’ 

‘ Perhaps I have.’ 

‘ A female of the species, too.’ 

‘ The sex weakens the ‘‘ German,” surely.’ 

‘In Fraulein Lunken’s case does it have that effect ? ’ 

* Oh you know her, do you ?—Of course you would know 
her, as she ’s a German.’ 

Alan Hobson cackled morosely. 

Tarr’s unwieldy playfulness might, in the chequered 
northern shade, in conjunction with nut-brown ale, gazed 
at by some Rowlandson (he on the ultimate borders of the 
epoch) have pleased by its 4 propos. But when the last 
Rowlandson dies, the life, too, that he saw should vanish. 
Anything that survives the artist’s death is not life but 
belated drama. This homely, thick-waisted affectation !— 
Hobson yawned and yawned as though he wished to 
swallow Tarr and have done with him. Tarr yawned more 
noisily, rattled his chair, sat up, haggard and stiff, as 
though he wished to frighten this crow away: ‘ Carrion- 
Crow ’ was his name for him. 

Why was he talking to this individual at all? However, 
he shortly began to lay bare the secrets of his soul. Hob- 
son opened : 

‘ It seems to me, Tarr, that you know far more Germans 
than Ido: but you ’re ashamed of tt. Hence your attack. 
I met a Fraulein Unger the other day, a German, who 
claimed to know you—I ’m always meeting Germans who 
know you! She also referred to you as the “ official 
fiance ” of Fraulein Lunken.—Are you an “ official fiancé ”’ 
—and if so what is that may I ask ?’ 

Tarr was taken aback, he looked round with surprise. 
Hobson laughed stridently: the real man emerging, he 
came over quickly on another wave. 

* You not only get to know Germans, masses of them, on 
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the sly, you make them your bosom friends, engage your- 
self to them in marriage and make heaven knows how 
many more solemn pacts and undertakings to cement your- 
self still more closely to them.’ 

Tarr was recovering gracefully from his relapse into dis- 
comfort : if ever taken off his guard he made a clever use 
immediately afterwards of his naiveté: he beamed upon 
his slip: he would swallow it tranquilly, assimilating it 
with ostentation to himself. A personal weakness slipped 
out, he picked it up unabashed, looked at it smilingly, and 
put it back in his pocket. 

‘As you know’ he soon replied ‘ “ engagement ” is a 
euphemism. But as it happens my betrothed publicly 
announced the dissolution of our fiangailles yesterday.’ 

He looked no more responsible than a young child, head 
thrown up as though proclaiming something of which he 
had reason to be particularly proud.—Hobson laughed 
convulsively, cracking his yellow fingers. 

* Yes, it is funny, if you look at it in that way: I let her 
announce our engagement or the reverse just as she thinks 
fit—that has been our arrangement from the start. I 
never know at any given time whether I’m engaged or 
not, I leave all that sort of thing entirely in her hands. 
After a severe quarrel I know it ’s fairly safe to say that I 
am temporarily unattached. Somewhere or other the link 
will have been publicly severed.’ 

‘Possibly that is what is meant by officially—.’ 

* Very likely.’ 

He had been hustled—through his vanity, thought the 
Cairo cantab—somewhere where the time could be passed : 
Tarr’s curiosities could now be lifted out and handled. 
On his side the secrets and repressions that it is the pride 
of the modern to disclose with a conventional obscene 
heroism Tarr flourished about with Hobson’s assistance. 
He pulled a wry face once or twice at the other’s sans 
géne: but he was too good a modern not to court the 
ordeal. 

There was a considerable pause in which Tarr obtruded 
complacently this strange new-fangled weakness for the 
unlikeliest of things, his philogermanic patent. 
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* Will you go so far in this clandestine life of yours as to 
marry anybody ?’ Hobson then enquired. 

‘No.’ 

Staring with bright meditative sweetness down the 
boulevard Hobson remarked 

‘There must be a great difference between your way of 
approaching Germans and mine.’ 

‘Ay: it is different things that take us respectively 
amongst them.’ 

* All the same you like the national flavour.’ 

‘I like the national flavour!’ (Hobson was familiar 
with this habit of Tarr’s, namely of beginning a reply with 
a parrot-like echo of the words of the other party to the 
dialogue: also he would repeat sotto voce one of his own 
sentences, a mechanical rattle following on without stop) : 
‘ Sex is nationalized, more than any other essential of life, 
Hobson, it ’s just the opposite of art there: in german sex 
there is all the german cuisine, the beer-cellar, and all the 
plum-pudding mysticism of german thought. But then if 
it is the ser you are after that does not say you want to 
identify your being with your appetite: quite the opposite. 
The condition of continued enjoyment is to resist assimila- 
tion. A man is the opposite of his appetite.’ 

* Surely, a man is his appetite.’ 

‘No, a man is always his last appetite, or his appetite 
before last. And that is no longer an appetite.’ 

‘A man is nothing.’ Hobson picked his teeth, laughing. 

‘Of course. Nobody zs anything or life would be in- 
tolerable. You are me, I am you.—The Present is the 
furthest projection of our steady appetite ; imagination, the 
commander-in-chief, keeps in the rear. Imagination is the 
man.’ 

‘What is the Present ?’ asked Hobson politely, with 
ae aspirating, sitting up a little and slightly offering 

is ear. 

But Tarr only repeated things arbitrarily. He extin- 
guished Hobson with a glance, then he proceeded with 
considerable pomp : 

* Sex is a monstrosity. Sex is a monstrosity. It’s the 
last and ugliest piece of nonsense of a long line. I can see 
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you raising your eyebrows. No? You should do so: 
I’m a pessimist—.’ 

‘ A german pessimist ! ’ 

‘A pessimist. I’m a new sort of pessimist. I think 
I’m the sort that will go down.’ 

‘Why not? But you must—.’ 

‘No! I am the panurgic-pessimist, drunken with the 
Jaughing-gas of the Abyss: I gaze upon squalor and idiocy, 
and the more I see them the more I like them. Flaubert 
built up his Bouvard et Pécuchet with maniacal and tireless 
hands, it took him ten years: that was a long draught of 
stodgy laughter from the gases that rise from the dung- 
heap.’ 

* Flaubert—.’ 

‘No’ (Tarr raised his flat hand, threatening Hobson’s 
mouth) ‘ he had an appetite like an elephant for this form 
of mirth, but he grumbled and sighed over his food. I 
take the stuff up in my arms and bury my face in it!’ 

As Tarr’s temperament spread its wings, whirling him 
with menace and mockery above Hobson’s head, the can- 
tab philosopher did not consider it necessary to reply. He 
was not winged himself. Tarr looped the loop and he 
looked on. A droll bird! He wondered, as he watched 
him, if he was a sound bird. People believed in him : his 
exhibition flights attracted attention. What sort of prizes 
could he expect to win by these a little too professional 
talents ? Would this notable ambitieuz be satisfied ? 

The childish sport proceeded, with serious interludes. 

‘I bury my face in it ! —(He buried his face in it !}—‘ I 
laugh hoarsely through its thickness choking and spitting, 
choking and spitting. (He choked and spat.) That is my 
daily ooze: as far as sex is concerned I took to it like a 
duck to water. Sex, Hobson, is a german study: a 
german study.’ He shook his head in a dejected drunken 
manner, protruding his lips. He seemed to find analogies 
for his repeating habits in pictures provided by the human 
digestion. 

‘ All the same you must take my word for a good deal at 
this point. The choice of a wife is not practical in the way 
that, oh, buying a bicycle—think rather of the dishes of 
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the table. Rembrandt paints decrepit old Jews. Shake- 
speare deals in tubs of grease—Falstaff, Christ in sinners. 
As to sex—Socrates married a shrew, most wise men marry 
fools, picture post cards, cows, or strumpets.’ 

‘That ’s all right, but it’s not true.’ Hobson resur- 
rected himself dutifully. ‘The more sensible people I can 
think of off-hand have more sensible and on the whole 
prettier wives than other people.’ 

*Prettier wives ?—You are describing a meaningless 
average like yourself and their wives. The most suspicious 
fact about any man with pretensions to intelligence is the 
possession of an intelligent wife. No, you might just as 
well say in answer to my art-statement that Tadema did 
not paint decayed meat, Rembrandt’s octogenarian 
burghers.’ 

Hobson surged up a little in his chair and collapsed.— 
He had to appeal to his body to sustain the argument. 

* Neither did Raphael—I don’t see why you should drag 
Rembrandt in. Rembrandt—.’ 

‘ You ’re going to sniff at Rembrandt! You accuse me 
of truckling to the fashion in my support of cubism. 
You ’re much more fashionable than I am, if we can be 
compared without absurdity. Would you mind my 
‘* dragging in” cheese, high game—? ’ 

Hobson allowed cheeses with a rather drawn expression : 
but he did not see what that had to do with it, either. 

‘It is not purely a question of appetite ’ he said. 

* Sex, sir, is purely a question of appetite!’ Tarr ex- 
claimed. 

Hobson inclined himself mincingly, with a sweet chuckle. 

‘If it is pure sex, that is ’ Tarr added. 

‘Oh, if it is pure sex—that naturally—. 
vulsed himself and crowed thrice. 

* Listen Hobson !—you must not make that noise. It’s 
very clever of you to be able to: but you will not succeed 
in rattling me by making me feel I am addressing a 
rooster.’ 

Hobson let himself go in whoops and caws, as though 
Tarr had been pressing him to perform. 

When he had finished Tarr enquired coldly : 


> 


Hobson con- 
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* Are you willing to consider sex seriously or not ?’ 

‘Yes I don’t mind.’—Hobson settled down, his face 
flushed from his late display.—‘ But I shall begin to believe 
before very long that your intentions are honourable as 
regards the fair Fraulein.—What exactly is your discourse 
intended to prove ? ’ 

* Not the desirability of the marriage tie, if that ’s what 
you mean, any more than a propaganda for representation 
and anecdote in art: but 7f a man marries or a great 
painter represents (and the claims and seductions of life are 
very urgent) he will not be governed in his choice by the 
same laws that regulate the life of an efficient citizen or the 
standards of a eugenist.’ 

* I should have said that the considerations that precede 
@ proposition of marriage had many analogies with the 
eugenist’s outlook, the good citizen’s—.’ 

‘Was Napoleon successful in life or did he ruin himself 
and end his days in miserable captivity ?—Passion pre- 
cludes the idea of success : worldly failure is its condition. 
—Art and sex—the real thing—we ’re talking at cross- 
purposes—make tragedies and not advertisements for 
health-experts or happy endings for the Public, or social 
panaceas.’ 

* Alas that is true.’ 

* Well then, well then, Alan Hobson—you scarecrow of 
an advanced fool-farm—.’ 

* What is that ?’ 

* You voice-culture practitioner—.’ 

‘I? My voice—? But that’s absurd! If my 
speech—.’ 

Hobson was up in arms about his voice : although it was 
not his. 

Tarr needed a grimacing tumultuous mask for the face he 
had to cover. He had compared his clowning with Hob- 
son’s pierrotesque variety: but Hobson, he considered, 
was acrowd. You could not say he was an individual, he 
was in fact aset. He sat there, a cultivated audience, with 
the aplomb and absence of self-consciousness of numbers, 
of the herd—of those who know they are not alone.— 
Tarr was shy and the reverse by turns ; he was alone. 
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A distinguished absence of personality was Hobson’s 
most personal characteristic. Upon this impersonality, 
of crowd origin, Tarr gazed with the scorn of the 
autocrat. 

‘As I said we’re talking at cross-purposes, Hobson : 
you believe I am contending that affection for a dolt, like 
my fiancée, is in some way a merit ; I don’t mean that at 
all. Also I do not mean that sex is my tragedy, but only 
art.’ 

‘I thought we were talking about sex ? ’ 

‘No. Let me explain. Why am I associated sexually 
with that irritating nullity ? First of all, I am an artist. 
With most people, who are not artists, all the finer part of 
their vitality goes into sex if it goes anywhere: during 
their courtship they become third-rate poets, all their in- 
stincts of drama come out freshly with their wives. The 
artist is he in whom this emotionality normally absorbed 
by sex is so strong that it claims a newer and more exclus- 
ive field of deployment. _ Its first creation is the Artist him- 
self. That is a new sort of person; the creative man.’ 

‘ All artists are not creative.’ 

* All right, call yourself an artist if you like. Forme the 
artist is creative. Now for a bang-up first-rate poet no- 
thing short of a queen or a chimera is adequate, the prais- 
ing-power he ’s been born with exacts perfection. So on 
all through his gifts: one by one his powers are turned 
away from the usual object of a man’s personal poetry or 
passion and so removed from the immediate world. One 
solitary thing is left facing any woman with whom he has 
commerce, that is his sex, a lonely phallus.’ 

* Your creative man sounds rather alarming. I don’t 
believe in him.’ 

‘Some artists are less completc than others: more or 
less remains to the man.’ 

‘I’m glad some have more than the bare phallus of 
them.’ 

* But the character of the artist’s creation comes in. 
What tendency has my work as an artist, for J am one of 
your beastly creative persons you will readily allow. You 
may have noticed that an invariable severity distinguishes 
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it. Apart from its being good or bad, its character is 
ascetic rather than sensuous, and it is divorced from im- 
mediate life. There is no slop of sex in that. But there is 
no severity left over for the work of the cruder senses either. 
Very often with an artist whose work is very sensuous or 
human, his sex instinct, if it is active, will be more dis- 
criminating than with a man more fastidious and discrim- 
inating than he in his work. To sum up this part of my 
disclosure: no one could have a coarser, more foolish, 
slovenly taste than I have in women. It is not even slut- 
tish and abject, of the Turner type (the landscape-artist) 
with his washerwoman at Gravesend. It is bourgeois, and 
it is pretty, a cross between the Musical Comedy stage and 
the dream of the Kighteenth-Century gallant.’ 

At Eighteenth-Century Hobson moved resentfully. 

* What ’s the EKighteenth-Century got to do with it ?’ 

‘All the delicate psychology another man naturally 
seeks in a woman, the curiosity of form, windows on other 
lives, love and passion, I seek in my work and not else- 
where.—Form would perhaps be thickened by child-bear- 
ing; it would perhaps be damaged by harlotry. Why 
should sex still be active ? That is an organic matter that 
has nothing to do with the general energies of the mind.’ 

Hobson yawned with sullen relish. 

* I sce Tam boring you—the matter is too remote. But 
you have trespassed here, and you must listen. 1 cannot 
let you off before you have heard, and shown that you 
understand. If you do not sit and listen, I will write it all 
to you ina letter. You WILL BE MADE TO HEAR IT !—And 
after I have told you this, I will tell you why I am talking 
to an idiot like you !’ 

* You ask me to be polite—.’ 

* I don’t mind how impolite you are provided you listen.’ 

‘ Well I am listening—I have even betrayed interest.’ 

Tarr as he saw it was tearing at the blankets swaddling 
this spirit in its inner snobberies. At all events here was 
a bitter feast piping hot and going begging, it seemed, and 
a mouth must be found for it: this jaded palate had to 
serve under the circumstances and it had, its malicious 
appetite satisfied, to be taught to do justice to the fare.— 
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He had something to say; it must be said while it was living : 
once it was said, it could look after itself.—As to Hobson, 
he had shocked something that was ready to burst out : he 
must help it out: Hobson must pay as well for the in- 
timacy. He must pay Bertha Lunken afterwards. Tarr at 
this point felt like insisting that he should come round and 
apologize to her. 


* A man only goes and importunes the world with a con- 
fession when his self will not listen to him or recognize his 
shortcomings. The function of a friend is to be a sub- 
stitute for this defective self, to be the World and the Real 
without the disastrous consequences of reality.—Yet pun- 
ishment is one of his chief offices. The friend enlarges also 
substantially the boundaries of our solitude.’ 


This statement was to be found in Tarr’s diary. The 
self he had rebuked in this way for not listening was now 
again suffering rebuke by his act of confession with the 
first-met, a man he did not regard asa friendeven. Hada 
friend been there he could have interceded for his ego. 

‘You have followed so far ? ’ 

Tarr looked with slow disdainful suspicion at Hobson’s 
face staring at the ground. 

* You have understood the nature of my secret ? Half 
of myself I have to hide. I am bitterly ashamed of a 
slovenly common portion of my life that has been isolated 
and repudiated by the energies of which I am so proud. I 
am ashamed of the number of Germans I know, as you put 
it. In that réle I have to cower and slink away even from 
an old fruit-tin like you. It is idle to protect that section 
of my life, it ’s no good sticking up for it, it ’s not worth it. 
It is not even up to your standards. I have, therefore, to 
deliver it up to your eyes and the eyes of the likes of you, in 
the end—if you will deign to use them! I even have to 
beg you to use your eyes; to hold you by the sleeve and 
crave a glance for an object belonging to me!’ 

‘You ’ve succeeded in making me sorry I ever men- 
tioned your precious fiancée ! ’ 

‘In this compartment of my life I have not a vestige of 
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passion, That is the root reason for its meanness and 
absurdity. The closest friend of my Dr. Jekyll would not 
recognize my Mr. Hyde, and vice versa: the rudimentary 
self I am giving you a glimpse of is more starved and 
stupid than any other man’s: or to put it more pathetic- 
ally, I am of that company who are reduced to looking to 
Socrates for a consoling lead.—But consider all the collages 
marriages and affairs that you know, in which some frowsy 
or foolish or some doll-like or log-like bitch accompanies 
everywhere the form of an otherwise sensible man: a 
dumbfounding disgusting and septic ghost! Oh Sex! oh 
Montreal! How foul and wrong this haunting of women 
is !—they are everywhere—confusing, blurring, libelling, 
with their half-baked gushing tawdry presences! It is like 
a slop and spawn of children and the bawling machinery 
of the inside of life, always and all over our palaces. The 
floodgates of their reservoirs of illusion, that is cheap 
and vast, burst, and sex hurtles in between friendships or 
stagnates complacently around a softened mind.—I might 
almost take some credit to myself for at least having the 
grace to keep this bear-garden in the background.’ 

Hobson had brightened up while this was proceeding. 
He now cried out : 

‘You might almost. Whydon't you? Iam astonished 
at what you tell me: but you appear to take your german 
foibles too much to heart.’ 

* Just at present I am in the midst of a gala of the heart : 
you may have noticed. I’m an indifferent landlord, I 
haven’t the knack of handling the various personalities 
gathered beneath my roof. In the present instance I am 
really blessed : but you ought to see the sluts that get in 
sometimes! They all become steadily my fiancée too. 
Fiancée !—observe how we ape the forms of conventional 
life in our emancipated Bohemia: it does not mean any- 
thing so one lets it stop. It’s the same with the Café fools 
I have for friends—there ’s a greek fool, a german fool, a 
russian fool—an english fool! There are no “ friends ”’ 
in this life any more than there are authentic “ fiancées ” : 
so it’s of no importance what we choose to call each other : 
one drifts along side by side with this live stock—friends, 


PART I 16 


fiancees, “‘ colleagues” and what not in our unreal gim- 
crack artist-society.’ 

Hobson sat staring with a bemused seriousness at the 

ound. 

‘ Why should I not speak plainly and cruelly of my poor 
ridiculous fiancée to you or to anyone? After all it is 
chiefly myself Iam castigating. But you, as well, must be 
ofthe party! Yes: the right to see implies the right to be 
seen. As an offset for your prying scurvy way of poking 
your nose into my affairs you must offer your own guts, 
such as they are—!’ 

* How have I pried into your affairs ?’ Hobson asked 
with a circumspect surprise. 

‘Anyone who stands outside, who hides himself in a 
deliquescent aloofness, is a sneak and a spy.’ 

* That seems to me to be a case of pot calling the kettle 
black: I should not have said that you were conspicu- 
ous—.’ 

‘No. You know you have joined yourself to those who 
hush their voices to hear what other people are saying ! 
Everyone who does not contend openly and take his share 
of the common burden of ignominy of life is a sneak, unless 
it is for a solid motive. The exemption you claim 1s not to 
work in, there is no personal rationale for your privileges, 
you make no claim to deserve your state, only to be lucky. 
But against what have you exchanged your temper, 
your freedom, and your fine baritone voice? You have 
exchanged them for an old hat that does not belong to 
you and a shabbiness you have not merited by suffering 
neediness. Your untidiness is a sentimental indulgence: 
we should insist upon every man dressing up to his 
income, it should be understood that he make willy-nilly 
a smart fresh appearance. Patching the seat of your 
trousers, instead of—! ’ 

‘Wait a minute’ Hobson said, with a cracked laugh. 
‘I don’t admit I am shabby, of course, but when you say 
I am sentimental because I am not fashionably dressed, I 
wonder if you mean that you are peculiarly free of senti- 
mentality—? ’ 

‘ As to that I don’t care a fig, perbacco, put that away, 
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I’m talking about you : let me proceed. With your train- 
ing you are decked in the plumes of very fine birds mndeed : 
but what does 1t amount to, your plumes are not meant to 
fly with but merely to slouch and skip along the surface of 
the earth. You wear the livery of a ridiculous set, you are 
a cunning and sleek domestic : no thought can come out of 
your head before it has slipped on its uniform: all your 
instincts are drugged with a malicious languor—an arm, a 
respectability, invented by a group of giggling invert- 
spinsters who supply you with a fraudulent patent of 
superiority.’ 

Hobson opened his mouth, had a movement of the body 
to speak ; but he relapsed. 

* You reply “ What are the grounds of all this censure ? 
I know I am not morally defensible, I am lazy and second- 
rate, that ’s not my fault, I have done the best for myself. 
I was not suited for any heroic station, like yours: I live 
sensibly and quietly, cultivating my vegetable ideas, andalso 
my roses and Victorian hlies: Ido no harm to anybody.” ’ 

Hobson had a vague gesture of assent and puzzled 
enquiry. 

‘That is not quite the case. That 1s a little mexact. 
Your proceedings possess a herdesque astuteness ; in the 
scale against the individual weighing less than the Yellow 
Press yet being a closer and meaner attack. Also you are 
essentially spves, in a lousy safe and well-paid service, as I 
told you before : you are disguised to look like the thing it 
is your function to betray—What 1s your position? you 
have bought have you not for eight hundred pounds at an 
aristocratic educational establishment a complete mental 
outfit, a programme of manners: for four years you 
trained with other recruits : you are now a perfectly dis- 
ciplined social unit, with a profound esprit de corps. The 
Cambridge set that you represent 1s, as observed in an 
average specimen, a hybrid of the Quaker, the homosexual 
and the Chelsea artist. Your Oxford brothers, dating 
from the Wilde decade, are a more muscular body: the 
Chelsea artists have at least no pretensions to be anything 
but philistine: the Quakers are powerful ruffians. You 
represent, my good Hobson, the dregs of anglo-saxon crvil- 
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ization : there is absolutely nothing softer upon the earth. 
Your flabby potion is a mixture of the lees of Liberalism, 
the poor froth blown off the decadent Nineties, the ward- 
robe-leavings of a vulgar bohemianism with its head- 
quarters in the suburb of Carlyle and Whistler. You 
are concentrated, highly-organized barley-water : there is 
nothing in the universe to be said for you: any efficient 
state would confiscate your property, burn your wardrobe 
—that old hat and the rest—as infectious and prohibit you 
from propagating.’ 

Tarr’s white collar shone dazzlingly in the sun. His 
bowler hat bobbed, striking out clean lines in space as he 
spoke. 

Z A breed of mild pervasive cabbages has set up a wide 
and creeping rot in the West: it is the lost generations 
described in Chekov over again, that any resolute power 
will be able to wipe up over-night, with its eyes shut. 
Your kind meantime make it indirectly a peril and tribula- 
tion for live things to remain in your neighbourhood. You 
are systematizing and vulgarizing the individual : you are 
the advance-copy of communism, a false millennial middle- 
class communism. You are not an individual : you have, 
I repeat, no right to that hair and to that hat: you are 
trying to have the apple and eat it too. You should be in 
uniform and at work, not uniformly cut of uniform and 
libelling the Artist by your idleness. Are you idle? ’ 

Tarr had drawn up short, turned squarely upon Hobson, 
in an abrupt and disconnected voice screeching his 
question. 

Hobson stirred resentfully in his chair: he yawned a 
ittle. 

‘Am J idle, did you say?’ he asked. ‘ Yes, yes, I’m not 
particularly industrious. But how does that affect you ? 
You know you don’t mean all that farrago. But where are 
you coming to ? ’ 

* [have explained already where Icomein. It is stupid 
to be idle : it is the most stupid thing. The only justifica- 
tion for your slovenly appearance it is true is that it is 
perfectly emblematic.’ 

* My dear Tarr, you ’re a very odd stick and if you ’ll 
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allow me to say so you should take water with it. But I 
can’t follow you at all: why should these things occupy 
you? You have just told me a lot of things that may be 
true or may not: but at the end of them all—? Lit alors ? 
—alors ?—quot? one asks.’ 

He gesticulated, got the French guttural r with satis- 
faction, and said the guoz rather briskly. 

‘You deafen me with your upside-downness. In any 
case my hat is my business ! ’ he concluded quickly, after a 
moment, getting up with a curling luscious laugh. 

The waiter hastened towards them and they paid him. 

‘No I am responsible for you.—I am one of the only 
people who see: that is a responsibility.’ Tarr walked 
down the boulevard with him, speaking in his ear almost 
and treading on his toes. 

‘You know Baudelaire’s fable of the obsequious vaga- 
bond, cringing for alms? For all reply the poet seizes a 
heavy stick and lays about the beggar with it. When he is 
almost battered to pieces the man suddenly straightens out 
under the blows, expands, stretches ; his eyes dart fire ! 
He rises up and falls upon the poet tooth and nail: ina 
few seconds he has laid him out flat and is just going to 
finish him off, when a cop arrives. The poet is enchanted : 
he has accomplished something! Would it be possible J 
wonder to accomplish something of that sort with you ? 
No. You are meaner-spirited than the most currish hobo. 
I would seize you by the throat at once if I thought you 
would black my eye. But I feel 1t my duty at least to do 
this for your hat: your misnamed wideawake, at least, 
will have had its little drama to-day.’ 

Tarr knocked his hat off into the road, and stepping after 
it propelled it some yards farther with a running kick. 
Without troubling to wait for the possible upshot of this 
action he hurried away down the Boulevard Kreutzberg. 
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GREAT many of Frederick Tarr’s resolutions came from 

his conversation. It was a tribunal to which he brought 
his hesitations. An active up-and-coming spirit presided 
over this department of his life. 

Civilized men have for conversation something of the 
superstitious feeling that ignorant men have for the written 
or the printed word. 

Hobson had attracted a great deal of steam to himself. 
Tarr was unsatisfied. Herushed away from the Café Berne 
still strong and with much more tosay. He rushed towards 
Bertha to say it. 

A third of the way he encountered a friend who should 
have been met before Hobson. Then Bertha and he could 
have been spared. 

As he rushed along then a gaunt car met him, rushing 
in the opposite direction. Butcher’s large red nose stood 
under a check cap phenomenally peaked. A sweater and 
stiff-shouldered jacket, of gangster cut, exaggerated his 
breadth. He was sunk in horizontal massiveness in the 
car—almost in the road. A quizzing, heavy smile broke 
his face open in an indifferent business-like way. It was 
a sour smile, as though half his face were frozen with 
cocaine. 

Butcher was the sweetest old kitten, the sham tough guy 
in excelsis. He might have been described as a romantic 
educating his english schoolboyish sense of adventure up 
to the pitch of drama. He had been induced by Tarr to 
develop an interest in commerce: had started a motor 
business in Paris, and through circularizing the Americans 
resident there and using his english connections, he was 
succeeding on the lines suggested. 

Tarr had argued that an interest of this sort would pre- 
vent him from becoming arty and silly: he would have 
driven his entire circle of acquaintances into commerce if 
hecould. At first he had cherished the ambition of getting 
Hobson into a bank in South Africa. 

Guy Butcher pulled up with the air of an Iron-Age 
mechanic, born among beds of embryonic machinery. 
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* Ah, I thought I might see you.’ He rolled over the 
edge and stood grinning archly and stretching in front of 
his friend. 

* Where are you off to?’ Tarr asked. 

* Oh, there ’s a rumour that some roumanian gypsies are 
encamped over by Charenton—.’ He smiled and waited, 
his entire face breaking up expectantly into arch-cunning 
pits and traps. Mention of ‘ gypsies’ generally succeeded in 
drawing Tarr—Guy’s Romanys werea survival of Butcher’s 
pre-motor days. 

‘Neglecting business?’ was all Tarr said, however. 
* Have you time for a drink ?’ 

‘Yes!’ Butcher turned with an airy jerk to his car. 
* Shall we go to the Panthéon ? ’ 

* How about the Univers? Would that take long ? ’ 

‘The Univers? Four or five minutes. Jump in!’ 

When they had got to the Univers and ordered their 
drink, Tarr said : 

‘I’ve just been talking to Alan Hobson. I’ve been 
telling him off.’ 

‘That ’s right. How had he deserved it ?’ 

‘Qh, he happened to drop on me when I was thinking 
about my girl. He began congratulating me on my en- 
gagement. SoI gave him my views on marriage and then 
wound up with a little improvisation about himself,’ 

Butcher maintained a decorous silence, drinking his 
Pernot. 

‘You ’re not engaged to be married, are you ?’ he asked. 

* Engaged to be married ? Well, that ’s a difficult ques- 
tion.’ Tarr laughed with circumspection and softness. 
‘I don’t know whether I am or whether I ’m not.’ 

* Would it be the german girl, if you were ? ’ 

Tarr chewed and spat out a skein of pale tobacco, eyeing 
Butcher. 

‘ Yes, she ’d be the one.’ 

There was a careful absence of comment in Butcher’s 
face. 

‘Ought I to marry the Lunken ?’ 

‘No’ Butcher said with measured abruptness, flat but 
soft. 
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‘In that case [ ought to tell her at once.’ 

‘ That is so.’ 

Tarr had wings to his hips. He wore a dark morning- 
coat whose tails flowed behind him as he walked strongly 
and quickly along, and curled on either side of his lap as 
he sat. It was buttoned halfway down the body. He 
was taller than Butcher, wore glasses, had a dark skin and 
a steady, unamiable, impatient expression. He was clean- 
shaven with a shallow square jaw and straight thick mouth. 
His hands were square and usually hot—all these char- 
acteristics he inherited from his mother, except his height. 
That he seemed to have caused himself. 

He impressed the stranger as having inherited himself 
last week, and as under a great press of business to grasp 
the details and resources of the concern. Not very much 
satisfaction at his inheritance was manifest and no arro- 
gance. Great capacity was written all over him. As yet 
he did not appear to have been modified by any sedentary, 
sentimental or other discipline or habit: he was at his 
first push in an ardent and exotic world, with a good fund 
of passion from a somewhat frigid climate of his own. 
His mistakes he talked over without embarrassment—hce 
felt them deeply. He was experimental and modest. 

A rude and hard infancy, if Balzac is to be believed, 1s 
quite the best thing for development of character. There- 
by a child learns duplicity and hardens in defence. 

An enervating childhood of mollycoddling, on the other 
hand, such as Tarr’s, has its advantages.—He was an only 
child of a selfish vigorous little mother. The long founda- 
tion of delicate trustfulness and irresponsibility makes for 
a store of illusion to prolong youth and health beyond the 
usual term. Tarr, with the Balzac upbringing, would have 
had a little too much character, like a rather too muscular 
man. As it was he was a shade too nervous. But his 
confidence in the backing of character was unparalleled : 
you would have thought he had an Age of Iron behind him, 
instead of an Age of Bibs and Binders. 

When he solicited advice, as now he was doing of 
Butcher, it was transparently a matter of form. No serious 
reply was expected from anyone except himself: but he 
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appeared to need his own advice to come from himself 
in public. 

id he feel that a man was of more importance in public? 
Probably not: but his relation to the world was definite 
and complementary. He preferred his own word to come 
out of the air; when, that is, issuing from his mouth, it 
entered either ear as an independent vibration. He was 
the kind of person who, if he ever should wish to influence 
the world, would do it so that he might touch himself more 
plastically through others. If he wanted a picture, he 
would paint it for himself. He was capable of respect for 
his self-projection, it had the authority of a stranger 
for him. 

Butcher knew that his advice was not in fact solicited. 
This he found rather annoying, as he wanted to meddle, 
loving Tarr and desiring to have a finger in all Tarr’s pies, 
especially where tenderness was in question. But his 
opportunity would come. 

Tarr’s affairs with Bertha Lunken were very exasperat- 
ing: of all the drab, dull and disproportionately long 
liaisons, that one was unique! What on earth was this 
young master doing in this instance? Butcher could not 
fathom it. But it seemed that Tarr had acquiesced as an 
incomprehensible and silly joke. 

‘She ’s a very good sort ; you know, she is phenomen- 
ally kind. It’s not quite so absurd as you think, my 
question as to whether I should marry her. Her love is 
quite beyond question.’ 

Butcher listened with a slight rolling of the eyes, which 
was a soft equivalent for grinding his teeth. These women ! 
These men ! 

Tarr proceeded : 

“She has a nice healthy bent for self-immolation, not 
unfortunately, I must confess, directed by any considerable 
tact or discretion. She is apt to lie down on the altar at 
the wrong moment—even to mistake all sorts of unrelated 
things for altars. She once lay down on the pavement of 
the Boulevard Sebastopol and continued to lie there 
heroically till, with the help of a cop, I bundled her into a 
cab. She is decidedly genial and fond of a gross pleasantry, 
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very near to “the people ’—“ le peuple,” as she says, 
purringly and pityingly in her clumsy german french. All 
individuals who have class marked upon them strongly re- 
semble each other don’t you agree—a typical duchess is 
much more like a typical nurserymaid than she is like 
anybody not standardized to the same extent as the 
nurserymaid and herself. So is Bertha, a bourgeoise or 
rather bourgeois-bohemian, reminiscent of the popular 
maiden: she is the popular maiden, at one remove.—I 
am not in’love with the popular maiden.’ 

‘No!’ Butcher hastened to agree to that healthy 
sentiment. 

Tarr relighted his cigarette. 

* She is full of good sense. Bertha is a high-grade aryan 
bitch, in good condition, superbly made ; of the succulent, 
obedient, clear peasant type. At least it is natural that 
in my healthy youth, living in these Bohemian wastes, I 
should catch fire. I have caught fire; not much, slightly, 
at the tip.’ 

* Stamp on it!’ 

‘No. That is not the whole of the picture. She is un- 
fortunately not a peasant. She has german culture, and 
a florid philosophy of love. She is an art student. She 
is absurd.’ 

Butcher did not dare to speak, but he shifted about 
approvingly, his eyes very bright indeed. 

Tarr struck a match for his cigarette. 

* You would ask then how it is that I am still there ? 
The peasant—if such it were—would not hold you for ever ; 
even less so the spoiled peasant.—But that ’s where the 
mischief lies. That bourgeois, spoiled, ridiculous element 
was the trap, I discover. I was innocently depraved enough 
to find it irresistible: had it not the charm of a vulgar 
wall-paper, a gimcrack ornament ? I fell to a cosy ban- 
ality set in the midst of a rough life. Youthful exoticism 
has done it, the something different to oneself. Bertha is 
the one thing on earth I am not like myself, probably.’ 

Butcher did not roll his eyes any more, they looked 
rather moist. He was thinking of love and absurdities that 
had checkered his own past, he was regretting a downy doll. 
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But his friend’s statement had won him over as was always 
the case ; such conviction lay very near the surface with 
the moist-eyed Guy Butcher. 

Tarr, noticing the effect of his words, laughed. Butcher 
was like a dog, with his rheumy eyes. 

* My romance, you see, is exactly the opposite to yours ’ 
Tarr proceeded. ‘ Pure unadulterated romanticism, look 
you Butch, is, when found in me, in much the same rudi- 
mentary state as sex. So they had perhaps better keep 
together? What do you say? I only allow myself to phil- 
ander with little things. I have succeeded in shunting our 
noxious illusionism away from the great spaces and ambi- 
tions, that is my main claim to fame, so far. I have billeted 
it with a bourgeoise in a villa.’ He beamed suddenly 
at Butcher, who taken by surprise, coughed, staggered 
in his chair and mildly choked, his eyes filling with tears. 

‘Inavilla.’ Tarr pointed at the summit of a dusty little 
tree. ‘These things are all arranged above our heads, 
they are no doubt self-protective. All of a man’s ninety- 
nine per cent. of submerged mechanism is daily engaged 
in organizing his life in accordance with his deepest 
necessity : each person boasts some invention of purely 
personal application. So there I am fixed with my bour- 
geoise in my skin, dans ma peau. What is the next step ? 
The body is the main thing. But I think I have made a 
discovery. Insex Iam romantic and backward. It would 
be healthier for all sex to be so: but that’s another 
matter. Well, I cannot see myself attracted by an excep- 
tional woman, a particularly refined and witty animal—I 
do not understand attraction for such beings. Their 
existence puzzles me though I am sure they serve some 
purpose: but, not being as fine as men—not being as fine 
as pictures or poems—not being as fine as housewives or 
classical Mothers of Men—accordingly they appear to me 
to occupy an unfortunate position on this earth. No pro- 
perly demarcated person as I am, is going to have much 
to do with them: they are beautiful to look at, it may be, 
but they are unfortunately alive, and usually cats : if you 
married one of them, out of pity, you would have to 
support the eternal grin of a Gioconda fixed complacently 
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upon you at all hours of the day, the pretensions of a piece 
of canvas that had sold for thirty thousand pounds. You 
could not put your foot through the canvas without being 
hanged. You would not be able to sell it yourself for that 
figure and so get some little compensation. At the most, 
if the sentimental grin would not otherwise come off, you 
could break its jaw, perhaps. No!’ 

Butcher flung his head up, and laughed affectedly. 

‘Ha! Ha!’ he went again. 

* Very good !—Very good !—I know who you ’re think- 
ing of ’ said he. 

‘Do you? Oh, the “ Gioconda smile,” you mean ? 
Yes. In that instance, the man had only his sentimental 
idiot of a self to blame. He has paid the biggest price 
given in our time for a living masterpiece. Sentimental- 
izing about masterpieces and the sentimental prices that 
accompany that will soon have seen their day, I expect : 
then new masterpieces in painting will appear again per- 
haps, where the live ones leagued with the old dead ones 
disappear.—Really, the more one considers it, the more 
creditable my self-organisation appears, I have a great 
deal to congratulate myself upon—you agree? Yes, you 
agree |’ 

Butcher blinked and pulled himself together with a 
grave dissatisfied expression. 

* But will you carry it into effect to the extent—will you 
—would marriage be the ideal termination?’ Butcher 
had a way of tearing up and beginning all over again on a 
new breath. 

* That is what Hobson asked. No, I don’t think mar- 
riage has anything to do with it. That is another question 
altogether.’ 

‘I thought your remarks about the housewife sug- 
gested—.’ 

*No. My relation to the idea of the housewife is 
platonic ; I am attracted to the housewife as I might be 
attracted to the milliner. But just as I should not 
necessarily employ the latter to make hats—I should have 
some other use for her—so my connection with the other 
need not imply an establishment. But my present diffi- 
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culty centres round that question.— What am I to do with 
Fraulein Lunken? What, Butcher, is to be done with 
Miss Lunken ?’ 

Butcher drew himself up, and hiccuped solemnly and 
slowly. 

He did not reply. 

‘Once again, is marriage out of the question?’ Tarr 
asked. ‘Must marriage be barred out? Marriage. 
Marriage.’ 

‘You know yourself best. I don’t think you ought to 
marry.’ 

‘Why, am I—?’ 

‘No. You wouldn’t stop with her. So why marry ?’ 

Guy Butcher hiccuped again, and blinked. 

Tarr gazed at his oracle with curiosity. With eyes 
glassily bloodshot, it discharged its wisdom on gusts of 
flatulent air. Butcher was always surly about women, or 
rather men’s tenderness for them: he was a vindictive 
enemy of the sex. So he invariably stood, a patient con- 
stable, forbidding Tarr respectfully a certain road. He 
spoke with authority and shortness, and hiccuped to convey 
the irrevocable quality of his refusal. 

‘ Well, in that case’ said Tarr, ‘ I must make a move. 
I have treated Bertha very badly.’ 

Butcher smothered a hiccup. He ordered another 
lager, to justify the hiccups and prolong the interview. 

* Yes, I owe my girl anything I can give her. It is hardly 
my fault: with that training you get in England, how can 
you be expected to realize anything ? I have the greatest 
difficulty sometimes in doing so. Listen. The University 
of Humour—that is what it is—that prevails everywhere 
in England for the formation of youth, provides you with 
nothing but a first-rate means of evading reality. All 
english training is a system of deadening feeling, a stoic 
prescription—a humorous stoicism is the anglo-saxon 
philosophy. Many of the results are excellent: it saves 
from gush in many cases ; in times of crisis or misfortune 
it is an excellent armour. The english soldier gets his 
special cachet from that. But for the sake of this wonder- 
ful panacea—english humour—the English sacrifice so 
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much. It is the price of empire, if you like. It would be 
better to face our imagination and our nerves without this 
drug. And then once this armature breaks down, the 
man underneath is found in many cases to have become 
softened by it; he is subject to shock, over-sensitiveness, 
and indeed many ailments not met with in the more direct 
races. Their superficial sensitiveness allows of a harder 
core: our core is soft, because of course our skin is so 
tough. To set against this, it is true you have the im- 
mense reserves of delicacy, touchiness, sympathy, that this 
envelope of cynicism has accumulated. It has served 
english literary art in a marvellous way: but probably 
it is more useful for art than for practical affairs. Then 
the artist could always look after himself. Anyhow, the 
time seems to have arrived in my life, as I consider it has 
arrived in the life of the nation, to discard this husk. 
I’m all for throwing off humour: life must be met on 
other terms than those of fun and sport now. The time 
has come. Otherwise—disaster ! ’ 

Butcher guffawed provocatively : Tarr joined him. They 
both quaffed their beer. 

* You ’re a dangerous man ’ said Butcher. ‘ If you had 
your way you ’d leave us stark naked—we should all be 
standing on our little island in the state of the Ancient 
Britons with coracles on our backs and curls on our 
shoulders. Figuratively.’ He hiccuped. 

‘Yes, figuratively’ hiccuped Tarr and spat lightly. 
* But in reality the country would be armed better than it 
ever had been before, really to the teeth I declare: by 
throwing over these famous “ national characteristics ”’ to 
which we cling sentimentally, and which are merely the 
accident of a time, we should lay a foundation of un- 
specific force on which new and more masculine “ national 
flavours ’’ would very soon sprout. The humorist is not 
so masculine as he thinks himself.’ 

* I quite agree’ Butcher jerked out energetically. 

He ordered another lager, hiccuping toughly. 

‘I agree with what you say! If we don’t give up 
dreaming we shall get spanked, 1 mean whipped. Look 
at me! I’ve given up my gypsies. That was very 
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public-spirited of me?’ He looked coaxingly sideways 
a his friend, who patted his knee and went on from 
there. 

‘If everyone would give up their gypsies their jokes and 
their gentlemen—. “Gentlemen” are worse than gypsies. 
It would do perhaps if they reduced them considerably, 
as you have your beastly Romanys. I’m going to swear 
off Humour for a year to set all Englishmen an example. 
Even upon you, Guy, I shall gaze inhumanly. All these 
mock matrimonial difficulties of mine come from humour. 
I am going to gaze on Bertha inhumanly, and not humor- 
ously any longer, that ’s flat.’ 

He gazed at an imaginary Bertha without a spark of 
humour. 

‘Humour ’ he said ‘ does paralyse the sense for Reality, 
people are rapt by their sense of humour in a phlegmatic 
and hysteric dream-world, full of the delicious swirls of the 
switch-back, the intoxication of the merry-go-round— 
screaming leaps from idea to idea. My little weapon for 
bringing my man to earth—shot-gun or what not—gave 
me good sport, too, and was of the best workmanship : 
I carried it slung jauntily for some time at my side—you 
may have noticed it. But I am in the tedious situation 
of a crack marksman who hits the bull’s-eye every time. 
Had I not been disproportionately occupied with Miss 
Lunken’s absurdities, really out of all reasonable propor- 
tion, I should never have allowed that charming girl to 
engage herself to me. But that is all over. My first 
practical step now will be to take this question of “ engag- 
ing ” myself or not into my own hands. I shall dis-engage 
myself on the spot.’ 

‘So long as you don’t engage yourself again next minute, 
and so on. If I felt that the time was not quite ripe, 
I ’d leave it in Fraulein Lunken’s hands a little longer. I 
expect she does it better than you would.’ 

Butcher filled his pipe, then he began laughing. He 
gave high-pitched crackling laughs, throwing his head back- 
wards and forwards, until Tarr stopped him. 

* What are you laughing at ? ’ 

‘You area bum! Ha! ha! ha!’ 
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‘How am I a bum, Butcher! Ever since you ’ve worn 
that pullover you ’ve employed that jargon.’ 

Butcher composed himself, theatrically. 

‘Thad to laugh! You repent of your thoughtlessness : 
your next step is to put things right.—I was laughing at 
the way you go about it. Ha! ha! ha! I like the way 
you—! Kindly but firmly you set out to break off your 
engagement and discard the girl: that is very neat. Yes. 
Ha! ha! ha!’ 

‘Do you think so? Well, it may be a trifle overtidy : 
I hadn’t looked at it from that side.’ 

‘You can’t be too tidy ’ Butcher said dogmatically. He 
talked to Tarr, when a little worked up, as Tarr talked to 
him, but he did not notice that he did. Partly it was 
calinerie and flattery. 

Tarr pulled out of his waistcoat pocket a very heavy and 
determined looking watch. Had he been compelled to use 
a small watch he would have suffered : for the time to be 
microscopic and noiseless would be unbearable—the time 
must be human, upon that he insisted. He liked it loud 
and large. 

‘It is late. Imust go. Must you get back to Passy or 
can you stop— ?’ 

‘Do you know, I’m afraid I must get back. I have to 
lunch with a feller at one who is putting me on to a good 
thing. But can I take you anywhere? Or are you lunch- 
ing here ? ’ 

* No.—Take me as far as the Samaritaine, will you ? ’ 

Butcher took him along two sides of the Louvre, to the 
river. 

* Good-bye, then. Don’t forget Saturday, six o’clock.’ 
Butcher nodded in bright clever silence. He shuffled into 
his car again, working his shoulders like a verminous tramp. 
He rushed away, piercing blasts from his horn rapidly 
softening as he became smaller. Tarr was glad he had 
brought the car and Butcher together; opposites they 
decidedly were, but with some grave essential in common. 

His usual lunch time an hour away, his so far unrevised 
programme was to go to the Rue Lhomond and search for 
Hobson’s studio. For the length of a street it was equally 
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the road to the studio and to Bertha’s rooms. He knew 
to which he was going. But a sensation of peculiar freedom 
and leisure possessed him. There was no hurry. Was 
there any hurry to go where he was going ? 

With a smile in his mind, his face irresponsible and 
solemn, he turned sharply into a narrow street, rendered 
dangerous by motor buses, and asked at the porter’s lodge 
of a large residence if Monsieur Lowndes were in. 

‘Monsieur Lounes? Je pense que oui, Je ne I’ai pas 
vu sortir.’ 

He ascended to the fourth floor and rang a bell. 

Lowndes was in: he heard him approaching the door on 
tiptoe, and felt him gazing at him through the customary 
crack. He placed himself in a favourable position. 


Chapter 3 


ARR’S idea of leisure recognized no departure from 

the tragic theme of existence: pleasure could take 
no form that did not include death and corruption—at 
present Bertha and Humour. Only he wished to play a 
little longer : it was the last chance he might have. Work 
was in front of him with Bertha, he recognized. 

He was giving up play, that was quite understood ; but 
the giving up of play, even, had to take the form of play. 
He had viewed everything in terms of sport for so long 
that he had no other machinery to work with: and sport 
might perhaps, for the fun of the thing, be induced to cast 
out sport. 

As Lowndes crept towards the door, Tarr said to him- 
self, with ironic self-restraint, ‘ bloody fool—bloody fool ! 
bloody—fool.’ 

Lowndes was a colleague, who was not very active, but 
had just enough money to be a cubist, that was to say 
quite alot. He was extremely proud of being interrupted 
in his work, for Lowndes’ ‘ work’ was a serious matter, a 
very serious matter indeed. He * found great difficulty in 
working’; always he implied that you did not. He 
suffered from a form of persecution mania as regards his 
‘mornings.’ To start with, it was plain, from what he 
said, that he was very much in request : people, seemingly, 
were always attempting to get into his room: such was the 
fatal attraction he exercised. But although you were led 
to fancy the existence of a long queue of unwelcome 
visitors, in reality the only person you definitely knew had 
been guilty of interrupting his ‘ work’ was Thornton. 
This man, because of his admiration for Lowndes’ mordant 
wit, and through moth-like attraction for his cubism and 
respect for his income, had to suffer much humiliation. 
He was to be found (even in the morning, strange to say) 
in Lowndes’ studio, rapidly sucking a pipe, blinking, flush- 
ing, stammering the rakish locutions of an inexpensive 
almost nameless second-rate Public School. When you 
entered, he looked timidly and quickly at the inexorable 
Lowndes, and began gathering up his hat and books. 
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Lowndes’ manner became withering—you felt that, before 
your arrival, his master had been less severe, téte a téte 
life might have been almost bearable for Thornton. When 
at length he had taken himself off, Lowndes would hasten 
to exculpate himself: Thornton was a fool, but he could 
not always keep Thornton out etc. 

‘Oh. Come in Tarr’ Lowndes said, looking at the 
floor of the passage. ‘I didn’t know who it was—.’ The 
atmosphere became thick with importunate phantom in- 
truders. ‘The wretched Thornton seemed to hover timidly 
in the background. 

‘Am I interrupting you— ?’ Tarr asked politely. 

‘No-o-o!’ a long, reassuring, musical negative. 

His face was very dark and slick, bald on top, pettily 
bearded, pointlessly handsome. Tarr always detected a 
tinge of indecency in these particular good looks. His 
celtic head was allied with a stocky commercial figure : 
behind his spectacles his black eyes had a way of scouring 
and scurrying over the floor: they were often dreamy and 
burning and it was then that the indecency most plainly 
declared itself: he waddled slightly—or rather confided 
himself first to one muscular little calf, then to the other. 

Tarr had come to talk to him about Bertha. 

*1’m afraid I must have interrupted your work—?’ Tarr 
said, and looked stolidly at the floor. 

“No it ’s quite all right : I was just going to have a rest. 
I ’m rather off colour.’ 

Tarr misunderstood him. 

‘Off colour? What is the matter with colour now—? ’ 

* No, I mean I’m seedy.’ 

‘Oh ah. I see.’ 

His eyes searching the floor, Lowndes pottered about 
like an aimless preoccupied dog : he felt more independent 
as he examined the floor boards and had something to do 
—it was a form of ‘ work ’ in fact to count the nail heads. 

As with most leisured nobodies who do things, and like 
to foresee the analysis that waits upon fame, Lowndes had 
an autobiographic streak—he did not aspire to a Boswell. 
His character sketch would run somewhat as follows: ‘A 
fussy and exacting man, even avuncular, strangely, de- 
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spite the fineness and breadth of his character, mmute 
precious and tidy.’ In this way he made a virtue of his 
fuss. Or to show how the general illusion would work in a 
particular case —* He had been disturbed in his “‘ work ” 
by Tarr, who by his visit had just caused him to emerge 
from that state of wonderful concentration called “‘work”’: 
he had not been able at once to accommodate himself: his 
nerves drove him from object to object. But he would 
soon be quiet now ’ 

Tarr looked on with an ugly patience 

‘ Lowndes, I have come to ash you for a little piece ol 
advice.’ 

Lowndes was flattered and relished the mystery. 

‘ Yes-es ’ he said, smiling, in a slow ‘ sober,’ professional 
sing-song. 

‘Or rather, for an opinion. What 1s your opinion of 
german women ?’ 

Lowndes had spent two years in Berlin and Munich. 
Many of his friends were austrian. 

‘German women ? But I must know first why you ask 
me that question. You see, it ’s a wide subject.’ 

‘A wide subject—wide. Yes, very good! Ha! ha! 
Well, it is like this I think that they are superior to our 
women, you know, the English. That 1s a very dangerous 
opinion to hold, because there are so many german women 
knocking about just now. I want to get md of it: can 
you help me? Yes orno?’ 

Lowndes mused upon the ground. Then he looked up 
brightly. 

‘No I can’t. For I share it !’ 

* Lowndes, I’m surprised at you.’ 

* How do you mean ?’ 

‘ I did not expect you to be flippant. Still, perhaps you 
can help me. our ideas about girls may not be the same.’ 

Tarr always embarrassed him: Lowndes huddled him- 
self tensely together, worked at his pipe, and met his 
visitor’s jokes painfully. He hesitated. 

* What are your ideas on the subject of girls ?’ he asked 
in a moment. 

* Oh I think they ought to be convex if you are concave 
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-—stupid 1f you are intelligent, hot if you are cold, refriger- 
ators if you are a volcano. Always white all over— 
clothes, underclothes, skin and all. My ideas do not ex- 
tend much beyond that for the present on the subject of 
girls—white girls, I mean.’ 

Lowndes organized Tarr’s statement, with a view to an 
adequate and easy reply. He gnawed at his pipe. 

‘Well, german women are usually convex. There are 
also concave ones. There are cold ones and hot ones.’ He 
looked up. ‘It all seems to depend what you are lke!’ 

‘I Lowndes am cold; inclined to be fat ; strong 1’ the 
head ; and uncommonly swarthy, as you see.’ 

‘In that case, 1f you took plenty of exercise ’ Lowndes 
undulated himself as though for the passage of the large 
bubbles of the chain of an ever-growing chuckle, ‘ I should 
think that german women would suit you very well !’ 

Tarr rose. 

I wish I hadn’t come to see you, Lowndes Your 
answer 1s disappointing.’ 

Lowndes got up, disturbed at Tarr’s sign of departure. 

‘I m sorry. But I’m not an authority.’ He leant 
against the fireplace to arrest Tarrs withdrawal for a 
minute or two. ‘° Are you doing much work ? ’ 

‘IT? No.’ 

* Are you ever in in the afternoons ? ’ 

‘Not much. I’m just moving into a new studio.’ 

Lowndes looked suddenly at his watch, with calculated, 
apelike umpulsiveness. 

‘Where are you having lunch? I thought of going 
down to Vallet’s to see if 1 could come across a beggar of 
the name of Kreisler . he could tell you much more about 
german women than Ican. He’sa German. Come along 
won't you? Are you doing anything ?’ 

‘No, I know quite enough Germans. Besides, I must 
go somewhere—I can’t have lunch just yet. Good-bye. 
Thank you for your opmion.’ 

‘Don’t mention it’ Lowndes replied softly, his head 
turned obliquely to his shoulder, as though he had a stiff 
neck, rocking upon his pneumatic calves. 

He was rather hurt at the brevity of Tarr’s visit. His 
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‘morning ’ had not received enough respect : it had been 
treated, in fact, cavalierly by this imperious visitor. As 
to his ‘ work ’ that had never been so much as mentioned, 
directly. 

When Tarr got outside he stood on the narrow pave- 
ment, looking into a shop window. It was a florist’s and 
contained a great variety of flowers. The Spring for him 
was nameless: he could not give a single flower its name. 
He hung on in front of this shop before pushing off, as a 
swimmer clings to a rock, waving his legs. Then he got 
back into the street from which his visit to Lowndes had 
deflected him. Down it he drifted, paddling his sombrero 
at his side. He still had some way to go before he need 
decide between the Rue Martine (where Bertha lived) and 
the Rue Lhomond. 

Resolution had not come to him out of his talks: that 
already existed, the fruit of various other conversations on 
his matrimonial position—held with the victim, Fraulein 
Lunken, herself. 

Not to go near Bertha was the negative programme for 
that particular day. To keep away was seldom easy. But 
ever since his conversation at the Berne he had been con- 
scious of the absurd easiness of doing so, if he wished. He 
had not the least inclination to go to the Rue Martine! 
This sensation was so grateful and exhilarating that its 
object shared in its effect. He determined to go and see 
her. This present magisterial feeling of full-blooded in- 
difference was born to be enjoyed : where best to enjoy it 
was beyond question where Bertha was. 

As to the studio, he hesitated. A new situation had 
been created by this new feeling of indifference. Its dura- 
tion could not be gauged. 

Tarr wished to stay in Paris just then to finish two large 
paintings begun some months before. With him, for the 
impressionist’s necessity to remain in front of the object 
to be represented was substituted a sensation of the desir- 
ability of finishing a canvas in the place where it had been 
begun. From this point of view he had an impressionist’s 
horror of change. 

So he had evolved a plan. At first sight it was wicked, 
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though not blacker than most of his ingenuities of the same 
order. Bertha, as he had suggested to Butcher, he had in 
some lymphatic manner within his skin. It appeared a 
matter of physical discomfort to leave her altogether. It 
must be effected gradually. In consequence he had resolved 
that, instead of going away to England, where the separa- 
tion might cause him restlessness, he had perhaps better 
settle down in her neighbourhood. Through a series of 
specially tended ennuis, he would soon find himself in a 
position to depart. Thus the extreme nearness of the 
studio to Bertha’s flat was only another inducement for 
him to take it. ‘ If it were next door, so much the better!’ 
thought he. 

Now for this famous feeling of indifference. Was there 
anything in it? That was the question. The studio for 
the moment should be put aside: he would go to see 
Bertha. Let this visit solve this question. 


Chapter 4 


A hers new summer heat drew heavy pleasant ghosts out 
of the ground, like plants disappeared in winter ; 
spectres of energy, bulking the hot air with vigorous 
dreams. Or they had entered into the trees, in imitation 
of pagan gods, and nodded their delicate distant intoxica- 
tionto him. Visions were released in the sap, with scented 
explosion, the Spring one bustling and tremendous remini- 
scence. °* 

Tarr felt the street was a pleasant current, setting from 
some immense and tropic gulf, neighboured by Floridas of 
remote invasions : he ambled down it puissantly, shoulders 
shaped like these waves, a heavy-sided drunken fish. 
The houses, with winks of the shocked clock-work, were 
grazed, holding along their surface a thick nap of soft 
warmth. The heat poured weakly into his veins—a big 
dog wandering on its easily transposable business, inviting 
some delightful accident to deflect it from maudlin and 
massive promenade: in his mind, too, as in the dog’s, his 
business was doubtful—a small black spot ahead in his 
brain, half puzzling but peremptory. 

The mat ponderous light-grey of putty-coloured houses 
—like a thickening merely of hot summer atmosphere 
without sun—gave a spirituality to this deluge of animal 
well-being, in weighty pale sense-solidarity. Through the 
opaquer atmosphere sounds came lazily or tinglingly. 
People had become a balzacian species, boldly tragic and 
comic. 

Tarr stopped at a dairy. He bought saladed potatoes, 
a Petit Suisse. The coolness, as he entered the small 
tiled box, gave an eerie shock to his sharply switched 
senses. The dairy-man, in blue-striped smock and black 
cap, peaked and cylindrical, came out of an inner room. 
Through its glasses several women were visible, busy at a 
meal. The isolation of this person from the heat and 
mood of the world outside impressed his customer as he 
came forward with truculent ‘Monsieur!’ Tarr, while 
his things were done up, watched the women. The dis- 
creet voices, severe reserve of keen business preoccupa- 
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tions, showed the usual Pans commercante; the white, 
black and slate-grey of the dresses, the extreme neatness, 
silent felt over-slippers, make their commercial devotions 
rather conventual. With this purchase—followed by one 
of strawberries at a fruiterer’s opposite—his destination 
was no longer doubtful, 

He was going to Bertha’s to eat his lunch. Hence the 
double quantity of saladed potatoes. He skirted the rail- 
ings of the Luxembourg Gardens for fifteen yards. Cross- 
ing the road, he entered the Rue Martine, a bald expanse of 
uniformly coloured rose-grey pavement plaster and shutter. 
A large iron gate led into a short avenue of trees: at its 
extremity Bertha lived in a three-storey house. 

The leaden brilliant green of spring foliage hung above 
him, ticketing innumerably the trees. In the distance, 
volume behind volume, the vegetation was massed, pois- 
ing sultry smoke blocks from factories in Fairyland. Its 
novelty, fresh yet dead, had the effectiveness of an un- 
necessary mirage. The charm of habit and monotony he 
had come to affront seemed to have coloured, chemically, 
these approaches to its home. 

He found Bertha’s eye fixed upon him with a sort of 
humorous indifferent query from the window. He smiled, 
thinking what would be the veritable answer! On finding 
himself in the presence of the object of his erudite discus- 
sion, he felt he had got the focus wrong after all: this 
familar lrte, with its 1ronical eye, mocked at him, too. It 
was aware of the subject of his late conversation. Some 
kind of twin of the shrewd feeling embodied 1n the observa- 
tion ‘ one can never escape irom oneself’ appeared. 

But that ironical unsurprised eye at the window, so 
vaguely a propos, offended him. It had the aur of scoffing 
(with its quizzmg downward cock, and puzzled frowning 
eyebrow on one side only) or of ironically welcoming the 
swaggering mdifference he was bringing to bask in the 
presence ot its object. He retaliated with a certain trucul 
ence he had not at all intended to display. 

* Have you had lunch yet my dear?’ he asked, as she 
opened the door to him—‘I ’ve brought you some straw- 
berries.’ 
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* I didn’t expect you, Sorbet. No, I have not had lunch. 
I was just going to get it.’ (Sorbet, or in english, Sherbet, 
was his love-name, a perversion of his strange second name, 
Sorbert.) 

Bertha’s was the intellectually-fostered hellenic type of 
german handsomeness. It would make you think that 
german mothers must have replicas and photographs of 
the Venus of Milo in their rooms during the first three 
months of their pregnancy. Of course they in fact have. 
Also this arid, empty intellectualist beauty is met with in 
german art periodicals. 

Bertha had been a heavy blond westphalian baby : her 
body now, a self-indulgent athlete’s, was strung to heavy 
motherhood. Another baby could not be long delayed. 
To look at a man should be almost enough to effect it. 

A great believer in tepid ‘ air-baths,’ she would remain, 
for hours together, in a state of nudity about herrooms. At 
present she was wearing a pale green striped affair, tight at 
the waist. It looked as though meant for a smaller woman. 
It may have belonged to her sister. Asa result, her ample 
form had left the fulness of a score of attitudes all over it, 
in flat creasings and pencillings—like the sanguine of an 
Italian master in which the leg is drawn in several posi- 
tions, one on top of the other. 

‘What have you come for, Sorbert ?’ 

‘To see you. What did you suppose ? ’ 

‘Oh, you have come to see me ? ’ 

‘I brought these things. I thought you might be 
hungry.’ 

* Yes, lam rather.’ She stopped in the passage, Dryad- 
like on one foot, and stared into the kitchen. Tarr did not 
kiss her. He put his hand on her hip—a way out of it— 
which rolled elastically beneath his fingers: with a little 
superficial massage he propelled her into the room. His 
hand remarked that she was underneath in her favourite 
state of nakedness. He frowned as he reflected that this 
might subsequently cause a hitch. 

Bertha went into the kitchen with the provisions. She 
lived in two rooms on one side of the front door. Her 
friend, Fraulein Lederer, to whom she sub-let, lived on the 
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other side of it, the kitchen promiscuously existing be- 
tween, and immediately facing the entrance. 

Tarr was in the studio or salon. It was a complete bour- 
geois-bohemian interior. Green silk cloth and cushions of 
various vegetable and mineral shades covered everything, 
in mildewy blight. The cold repulsive shades of Islands 
of the Dead, gigantic cypresses, grottoes of teutonic 
nymphs, had installed themselves massively in this french 
flat. Purple metal and leather steadily dispensed with ex- 
pensive objects. There was the plaster-cast of Beethoven 
(some people who have frequented artistic circles get to 
dislike this face extremely), brass jars from Normandy, a 
photograph of Mona Lisa (Tarr could not look upon the 
Mona Lisa without a sinking feeling). 

A table beside the window, laid with a white cloth, 
square embroidered holes at its edges, was where Tarr at 
once took up his position. Truculence was denoted by his 
thus going straight to his eating place—this would be 
understood by Bertha. 

Installed in the midst of this admittedly ridiculous life, 
he gave a hasty glance at his ‘ indifference ’ to see whether 
it were O.K. Seen by its light, upon opening the door, 
Bertha had appeared unusual. This impressed him dis- 
agreeably. Had his rich and calm feeling of bounty to- 
wards her survived the encounter, his ‘ indifference ’ might 
also have remained intact, 

He engrossed himself in his sense of physical well-being. 
From his pocket he produced a tin box containing tobacco, 
papers and a little steel machine for rolling cigarettes given 
him by Bertha. A long slim hinged shell, it nipped-in a 
little cartridge of tobacco, which it then slipped with inside 
a paper tube, and, slipping out again empty, the cigarette 
was made. 

Tarr began manufacturing cigarettes. Reflections from 
the shining metal in his hand scurried about amongst the 
bilious bric-a-brac. Like a layer of water lying upon one 
of oil, the light heated stretch by the windows appeared 
distinct from the shadowed portion of the room. 

This place was cheap and dead, but rich with the same 
lifelessness as the trees without. These looked extremely 
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near and familiar at the opened windows, breathing the 
same air continually as Bertha and her bilious barracks. 
But they were dusty rough and real. 

Bertha came in from the kitchen. She took up where 
she had dropped upon his arrival a trivial rearrangement 
of her writing-table: or whether this had been her occupa- 
tion or not as he appeared at the gate beneath, drawing her 
ironical and musing eye downwards to himself, it was at 
this window before which the writing-table stood that her 
face had appeared. A new photograph of Tarr was being 
placed in the centre of this writing-table now. Ten days 
previously it had been taken in that room. It had ousted 
a Klinger and generally created a restlessness, to her eye, 
in the other objects. She now allowed it to fall on its back, 
with an impatient exclamation, then began propping it up 
with a comic absorption, her eye still ironic. 

‘Ah, you ’ve got the photographs have you? Is that 
me?’ 

She handed it to him. 

‘Yes, they came yesterday ! ’ 

‘Yesterday’ he had not been there! Whatever he 
asked at the present moment would draw a softly-thudding 
answer, heavy german reproach concealed in it with tire- 
less ingenuity. These photographs would under other 
circumstances have been produced on his arrival with 
considerable exclamatory abandon. 

Tarr had looked rather askance at this portrait and 
Bertha’s occupation. There was his photograph, calmly, 
with an air of permanence, taking up its position on her 
writing-table, just as he was preparing to vanish for good. 

‘ Let ’s see yours’ he said, still holding the photograph. 

What strange effects all this complicated activity inside 
had on the surface, his face. A set sulky stagnation, every 
violence dropping an imperceptible shade on to it, the 
features overgrown with this strange stuff—that twist of 
the head that was him, and that could only be got rid of 
by breaking his neck. 

‘They ’re no good’ said she overpoweringly offhand 
closing the drawer, handing her photographs, sandwiched 
with tissue paper, to Sorbert, ‘That one ’—a sitting pose, 
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face yearning from photograph, lighted, not with a smile, 
but sort of sentimental illumination, the drapery arranged 
like a poster—‘ I don’t think that ’s so bad.’ She was very 
slangy and nimble, he knew what to expect. 

* What an idiot !’ he thought as he gazed at the photo- 
graph, ‘ what a face ! ’ 

A consciously pathetic ghost of a smile, a clumsy sweet- 
ness, the energetic sentimental claim of a rather rough but 
frank self. There was a photograph of her in riding-habit. 
This was the best of them : he softened. 

Then came a photograph of them together. 

How strangely that twist of his, or set angle of the 
head, fitted in with the corresponding peculiarities of the 
woman’s head and bust. What abysms of all that was 
most automatic and degrading in human life: rubbishy 
hours and months formed the atmosphere around these 
two futile dolls ! 

He put the photographs down and looked up. She was 
sitting on the edge of the table: the dressing-gown was 
open and one large thigh, with ugly whiteness, slid half 
out of it. It looked dead, and connected with her like a 
ventriloquist’s dummy with its master. While looking at 
those decorous photographs it was not possible to refrain 
from some enquiry as to where his good sense had gone 
when he had had them taken. But here was this signifi- 
cant object, popping out pat enough to satisfy anybody : 
the exhibition appeared to be her explanation of the 
matter. The face was not very original, perhaps: but a 
thigh cannot be stupid ! 

He gazed surlily. Her expression of moistly magnetized 
reverie at this moment was supremely absurd, as he saw it 
side by side with one of the two main pillars of their love : 
he smiled and turned his face to the window. She pre- 
tended to become conscious suddenly of something amiss ; 
she drew the dressing-gown over the piéce de résistance 
with a suggestion of disgust. 

‘Have you paid the man yet ? What did he charge ? 
I expect—.’ 

Tarr took up the packet again. 

* Qh, these are six francs. I forget what the big ones 
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are. Ihaven’t paid him yet. He’s coming to photograph 
Miss Lederer to-morrow.’ 

They sat without saying anything. 

Tarr examined the room as you do a doctor’s waiting- 
room. 

It was really quite necessary for him to learn to turn his 
back upon this convenience, things had gone too far, he 
had ceased even, he realized, to see 1t objectively. To turn 
the back, that appeared at first sight a very easy matter : 
that 1s why so far he had not succeeded in doing so. Never 
put on his mettle, his standing army of will was not suffh- 
cient to cope with it. But would this little room ever 
appear worth turning his back on? It was really more 
serious than it looked: he must not underestimate it. It 
was the purest distillation of the commonplace: he had 
become bewitched by its strangeness. It was the farthest 
flight ot the humdrum unreal Bertha was like a tairy 
visited by him, and to whom he ‘ became engaged ’ in 
another world, not the real one. So much was it the real 
ordinary world that for him with his out-of-the-way exper1- 
ence 1t was a phantasmagoria. Then what he had described 
as his disease of sport was perpetually fed . sex even, with 
him, according to his analysis, being a sort of ghost, was at 
home in this gross and bouffonic illusion. Something had 
filled up a blank and become saturated with the blankness 

But Bertha, though unreal, was undemably a good kind 
fairy and her feelings must be taken into consideration. 
How much would Bertha mind a separation ? Tarr saw in 
her one of those clear, humorous, superficial natures (like a 
Venetian or a Viennese only much stupider) the easy pro- 
duct of a genial and abundant life. But he miscalculated 
the depths of obedient attachment he had awakened. 

They sat impatiently waiting : a certain formality had 
to be observed. Then the business of the day could be 
proceeded with. Both were bored in different degrees, 
with the part imposed by the punctilious and ridiculous 
god of love. Bertha, into the bargain, wanted to get on 
with her cooking: she would have cut considerably the 
reconciliation scene. All her side of the programme had 
been conscientiously observed. 
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‘ Berthe, tu es une brave fille! ’ 

“Tu trouves ? ’ 

* Oui.’ 

More inaction followed on Tarr’s part. She sometimes 
thought he enjoyed these ceremonies. 

Through girlhood her strong german senses had churned 
away at her, and claimed an image from her gentle and 
dreamy mind. In its turn the mind had accumulated its 
impressions of men, fancies from books and conversations, 
and it had made its hive. So her senses were presented 
with the image that was to satisfy and rule them. They 
flung themselves upon it as she had flung herself upon Tarr. 

This image left considerable latitude. Tarr had been the 
first to fit—rather paradoxically, but all the faster for that. 

This ‘ high standard aryan bitch,’ as Tarr had described 
her, had arrived, with him, at the full and headlong con- 
dition we agree to name ‘love.’ Thereupon the image, or 
type, was thrown away: the individual, the good Tarr, took 
its place. 

Bertha had had several Schatzes before Tarr. They had 
all left the type-image intact. At most it had been a 
little blurred by them. It had almost been smashed for 
one man, physically much of a muchness with Sorbert : 
but that gentleman had never got quite near enough in to 
give the coup de foudre to the type picture or eikon. Tarr 
had characteristically supposed this image to have little 
sharpness of outline left: it would not be a very difficult 
matter for anyone to extort its recognition, he would have 
said if asked. 

‘Vous étes mon got, Sorbet. Du bist mein Geschmack ’ 
she would say. 

Tarr was not demonstrative when she said this. Recipro- 
cate he could not exactly ; and he could not help reflecting 
whether to be her Geschmack was very flattering.—There 
must be something the matter with him : perhaps there was 
something the matter after all, of which he was not aware ! 
But why no, to be a Geschmack of that sort meant nothing 
at all: it was all mght: he could put his mind at ease. 

All Bertha’s hope centred in his laziness: she watched 
his weaknesses with a loving eye. He had much to say 
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about his under-nature : she loved hearing him talk about 
that: she listened attentively. 

‘It is the most dangerous quality of all to possess ’ and 
he would sententiously add—'‘ only the best people possess 
it, in common with the obscure and humble.’ At this she 
would smile indulgently and then brightly nod her head. 
‘It is like a great caravanserai in which scores of people 
congregate: a disguise in which such an one, otherwise 
Pasha, circulates among unembarrassed men incog. divert- 
ing himself and learning the secrets of men. You can’t 
learn the secrets of men if they smell greatness in you.’ 
The danger that resided in these facilities was however 
plain enough to this particular Pasha. The Pasha had 
been given a magic mask of humbleness: but the inner 
nature seemed flowing equally to the mask and the un- 
masked magnificence. As yet he was unformed, but he 
wished to form wholly Pasha. 

Meantime this under-nature’s chief use was as a precious 
villégiature for his energy. Bertha was the country wench 
encountered by the more exalted incarnation on its holi- 
days, or, wandering idle Khalife, in some concourse of his 
surreptitious life. 


Tarr’s three days’ unannounced and unexplained ‘leave’ 
had made Bertha very nervous indeed. She suffered from 
the incomplete, unsymmetrical appearance her life now 
presented. Everything spread out palpably before her, 
where she could arrange it like a roomful of furniture, that 
was how she liked it : even in her present shake-down of a 
life, Tarr had noticed the way he was treated as material 
for ‘ arrangement.’ But she had never been able to indulge 
this idiosyncrasy much in the past ; this was not the first 
time that she had found herself in a similar position. 
Hence her certain air of being at home in these casual 
quarters, which belied her. 

The detested temporary makeshift dwelling had during 
the last few days been given a new coat of sombre thought. 
Found in accidental quarters, had she not been over- 
delicate in not suggesting an immediate move into some- 
thing more home-like and permanent? People would 
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leave her camped there for the rest of her natural life 
unless she were a little brutal and got herself out somehow. 
But no shadow of unkindness ever tainted her abject 
genuineness. Where cunning efforts to retain this slippery 
customer abounded, she never blamed or turned upon him. 
Long ago she had given herself without ceremony and 
almost at sight, indeed: she awaited his thanks or no 
thanks patiently. 

But the itch of action was on her. Tarr’s absences were 
like light: his presence was a shadow. They were both 
stormy. The last three days’ leave taken without com- 
ment had caused her to overhaul the precarious structure 
in which she had dwelt for so long: something had to be 
done, she saw that. There had to be a reconstruction. 
She had trusted too much in Fate and obedient waiting 
Hymen. 

So a similar ferment to Tarr’s was in full operation in 
Bertha. 

Anger with herself, dreary appetite for action, would 
help her over farewells: she was familiar enough with 
them, too, in thought. She would not on her side stir a 
hand to change things: he must do that. She would only 
facilitate such action as he cared to take, easing up in all 
directions for him. 

The new energy delivered attack after attack upon her 
hope: she saw nothing beyond Tarr except measures of 
utility. The ‘ heart ’ had always been the most cherished 
ornament of her existence : Tarr would take that with him 
(as she would keep his ring and the books he had given her). 
She could not now get it back for the asking. Let it go! 
What use had she for it henceforth ? She must indulge her 
mania for tasteful arrangement in future without this. Or 
rather what heart she had left would be rather like one of 
those salmon-coloured, corrugated gas office stoves, com- 
pared to a hearth with a fire of pine. 

With reluctance Tarr got up, and went over to her. He 
had not brought his indifference there to make it play 
tricks, perform little feats; nor did he wish to press it 
into inhuman actions. It was a humane ‘ indifference,’ 
essentially, 
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‘ You haven’t kissed me yet ’ he said, in imitation of her. 

‘Why kiss you, Sorbert ?’ she managed to say betore 
her lips were covered with his. He drew her ungraciously 
and roughly into his arms, and started kissmg her mouth 
with a machine action. 

Docilely she covered him with her inertia. He was sup- 
posed to be performing a miracle of bringing the dead to 
life. Gone about too crudely, the willmg mountebank, 
Death, had been offended : it 1s not thus that great spints 
are prevailed upon to flee. Her ‘ indifference ’—the great, 
simulated and traditional—would not be ousted by an 
upstart and younger relative. By Tarr himselt, grown re- 
pentant, yes. But not by another ‘ indifference.’ 

Then his brutality stung her offended spint, that had 
been pursing itself up for so many hours. Tears began 
rolling tranquilly out of her eyes in large dignified drops. 
They had not been very tar back in the wings. He re- 
ceived them frigidly. She was sure, thought he, to detect 
something unusual during this scene. 

Then with the woman’s bustling, desperate, possessive 
fury, she suddenly woke up. She disengaged her arms 
wildly and threw them round his neck, tears becoming tor- 
rential Underneath the poor comedian that played such 
antics with such phlegmatic and exasperating persistence, 
this distressed being thrust up its trembling mask, like a 
drowning rat. Its finer head pierced her blunter wedge. 

‘Oh dis Sorbert! Dis! Est-ce que tu m’aimes? 
M’aimes-tu ? Dis!’ 

* Yes—yes—yes. But don’t cry.’ 

A wail, like the buzzing on a comb covered with paper, 
followed. 

‘Oh dis—m/aimes-tu ? Dis que tu m’aimes !’ 

A blurting, hurrying personality rushed right up into his 
face. He was very familiar withit. It was like the sight- 
less clammy charging of a bat. Humbug had tempestu- 
ously departed: their hot-house was suffering a blast of 
outside air. He stared at her face groping up as though it 
scented mammals in his face: 1t pushed to right, then to 
left, and rocked itself. 

A complicated image developed in his mind as he stood 
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with her. He was remembering Schopenhauer : 1t was of 
a chinese puzzle of boxes within boxes, or of insects’ dis- 
carded envelopes. A woman had at the centre a kernel, a 
sort of very substantial astral baby : this brat was apt to 
swell—she then became all baby. The husk he held now 
was a painted mummy-case, say. He was a mummy-case, 
too. Only he contained nothing but mnumerable other 
painted cases inside, smaller and smaller ones. The small- 
est was not a substantial astral baby, however, or live core, 
but a painting like the rest.—His kernel was a painting, in 
fact: that was as it should be! He was pleased that it 
was nothing more violent than that. 

He was half sitting upon the table: he found himself 
patting her back. He stopped doimg this. His face 
looked heavy and fatigued. A dull, intense infection of 
her animal despair had filled it. 

He held her head gently against his neck : or he held her 
skull against his neck. She shook and sniffed softly. 

‘ Bertha, stop crying, do please stop crying. I’m a 
brute. It’s fortunate for you that I am a brute. I am 
only a brute. There ’s nothing to cry for.’ 

He overestimated deafness in weepers : and when women 
flooded their country he always sat down and waited. 
Often as this had happened to him, he had never attempted 
to circumvent it. He behaved like a person taking a small 
dog for a necessary walk at the end of a lead. 

Turned towards the window, he looked at the green stam 
of the foliage outside. Something was cleared up at this 
point ; nature was not friendly to him ; its metallic tints 
jarred. Or at least nature was the same for all men: the 
sunlight seen like an adventurous stranger in the streets 
was intimate with Bertha. The scrap of crude forest had 
made him want to abstract himself from his present sur- 
roundings, but strictly unaccompanied. Now he realized 
that this nature was tainted with her. If he went away he 
would only be play:ng at liberty : he had been quite nght 
in not availing himself of the invitations of the Spring. 
The settlement of this present important question stood 
between him and pleasure. A momentary well-bemg had 
been accepted : but the larger spiritual invitation he had 
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rejected. That he would only take up when he was free. 
In its annual expansion nature sent its large unstinting 
invitations. But nature loved the genius and liberty in 
him.—Tarr felt the invitation would not have been so 
cordial had he proposed taking a wife and family! This 
was his unpleasant discovery. 

Bestirring himself, he led Bertha passively protesting to 
the settee. Like a sick person she was half indignant at 
being moved: he should have remained, a perpendicular 
bed for her, till the fever had decently passed. But re- 
volted at the hypocrisy required, he left her standing at the 
edge of the settee. 

Bertha stood crouching a little, her face buried in her 
hands, in ruffled absurdity. The only moderately correct 
procedure under the circumstances would be to walk out 
of the door at once and never come back: but with his 
background of months of different behaviour this could 
not be compassed he was quite aware, so he sat frowning 
at her. 

She sank down upon the couch, head buried in the bilious 
cushions. He composed himself for what must follow. 
On one side of him Bertha, a lump of half-humanity, lay 
quite motionless and silent, and upon the other the little 
avenue was equally still. He, of course, between them, 
was quite still as well. The false stillness within, however, 
now gave back to the scene without its habitual character. 
It still seemed strange to him : but all its strangeness now 
lay in its humdrum and natural appearance. The quiet 
inside, in the room, was what did not seem strange to him : 
with that he had become imbued. Bertha’s numb silence 
and abandon was a stupid tableau vivant of his own mood. 
His responsibility for all this was quite beyond question : 
this indeed was him. How could he escape that conelu- 
sion? There he sat, the cause of all this. It all fitted 
exactly as far as it went. 

In this impasse of arrested life he stood sick and useless : 
they progressed from stage to stage of their weary farce. 
The confusion grew every moment. It resembled a com- 
bat between two wrestlers of approximately equal strength: 
neither could really win. One or other of them was usually 
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wallowing warily or lifelessly upon his stomach while the 
other tugged at him, examining and prodding his carcase. 
His liking, contempt, realization of her authentic devotion 
to him, his confused but exigent conscience, dogged pre- 
paration to say farewell, all dove-tailed with precision. 
There she lay a sheer-hulk, he could take his hat and go. 
But once gone in this manner he could not stay away, he 
would have to come back. 

He turned round, and sitting on the window sill, began 
again staring at Bertha. 

Women’s psychic discharges affected him inv ariably like 
the sight of a person being sea-sick It was the result of a 
weak spirit, as the other was the result of a weak stomach 
they could only live on the retching seas of their troubles 
on the condition of being quite empty. The lack of art or 
illusion in actual life enables the sensitive man to exist, 
Tarr reflected : likewise, but contrariwise, the phenomenal 
lack of nature in the av erage man’s existence 1s lucky and 
necessary for him. 

From a prolonged contemplation of Bertha Tarr now 
gathered strength, 1t seemed his dislocated feelings were 
brought into a new synthesis. 

Launching himself off the window-sill, he remained as 
though suspended in thought then he sat down pro- 
visionally at the writing-table, within a few feet of the 
couch. He took up a book of Goethe’s poems, an early 
present to him from Bertha In cumbrous field-day dress 
of gothic characters, squad after squad, these pieces 
paraded their message. As he turned the pages he stopped 
at Ganymed to consider the Spring from another angle. 


Du rings mich angluhst 
Fruhlng, Gelebter ! 

Mit tausendfacher Liebeswonne 
Sich an mein Herz drangt 
Deiner ewigen Warme 

Heihg Gefuhl, 

Unendhche Schone! 


The book, left there upon a former visit, he now thrust 
into his breast pocket As soldiers used to go into battle 
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sometimes with the Bible upon their persons, he prepared 
himself for a final combat, with Goethe laid upon his heart. 
Men’s lives have been known to have been saved through 
a lesser devoutness. 

Now he was joining battle again with the most chivalrous 
sentiments : the reserves had been called up, his nature 
was mobilized. As his will gathered force and volume 
(in its determination to ‘ throw’ her once and for all) he 
unhypocritically keyed up its attitude. While he had 
been holding her just now he had been at a considerable 
disadvantage because of his listless emotion. But with 
emotion equal to hers, he could accomplish anything. 
Leaving her would be child’s play, absolutely child’s play. 
He projected the manufacture of a more adequate senti- 
ment. 

Any indirectness was out of the question: a ‘ letting 
down softly,’ kissing and leaving in an hour or two, as 
though things had not changed—that must not be dreamt 
of, now. The genuine section of her (of which he had a 
troubled glimpse): that mattered, nothing else—he must 
appeal obstinatelyto that. Their coming togetherhad been 
prosecuted on his side with a stupid levity : that he would 
retrieve in their parting. Everything that was most 
opposite to his previous lazy conduct must now be under- 
taken by him. Especially he frowned upon Humour, that 
inveterate enemy of anglo-saxon mankind. 

The first skirmish of his comic Armageddon had opened 
with the advance of his mysterious and vaunted ‘ indiffer- 
ence.” That had dwindled away at the first onset. A 
new and more potent principle had taken its place. This 
was in Bertha’s eyes, a difference in Tarr. 

* Something has happened ; he is different’ she said to 
herself. ‘He has met somebody else ’ had then been her 
rapid provisional conclusion. 

Suddenly she got up without speaking, rather spectrally ; 
she went over to the writing-table for her handkerchief. 
Not an inch or a muscle would she move until quite herself 
again—dropping steadily down all the scale of feeling to 
normal—that had been the idea. With notable matter-of- 
factness she got up, easily and quietly, making Sorbert a 
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little dizzy. Her face had all the drama wrung out of it : 
it was hard, clear and garishly white, like her body. 

If he were to have a chance of talking he must clear the 
air of electricity completely : else at his first few words the 
storm might return. Once lunch had swept through the 
room, things would be better. So he would send the 
strawberries ahead to prepare his way. It was like fatten- 
ing a lamb for the slaughter. This idea pleased him : now 
that he had recognized the existence of a possible higher 
plane of feeling as between Bertha and himself, he was 
anxious to avoid display. According to his present dis- 
positions it was true that he ran the risk of outdoing his 
former callousness. Saturated with morbid english shy- 
ness, that cannot tolerate passion and its nakedness, it 
was a choice of brutalities, merely, in fact. This shyness, 
he contended, in its need to show its heart, will discover 
subtleties and refinements of expression, unknown to 
less gauche and hence less delicate nations. But if he 
happened to be hustled out of his shell the anger that co- 
existed with his modesty was the most spontaneous thing 
he possessed. 

He got up, obsequiously reproducing in his own move- 
ments and expression her matter-of-factness. 

* Well how about lunch? I'll come and help you with 
it,” 

‘There ’s nothing to do. I'll get it.’ 

Bertha had wiped her eyes with the attentiveness a man 
bestows on his chin after a shave, in little brusque hard 
strokes. She did not look at Tarr. Arranging her hair 
in the mirror, she went out to the kitchen. 

The intensity of her recent orgasm carried her on for 
about five minutes into ordinary life: for so long her 
seriousness was tactful. Then her nature began to give 
way: again it broke up into fits and starts of self-con- 
sciousness. The mind was called in, did its work clumsily 
as usual: she became her ordinary self. 

Sitting upon the stool by the window, in the act of eating, 
Tarr there in front of her, it was more than ever impossible 
to be natural. She resented the immediate introduction 
of lunch in this way, and that increased her artificiality. 
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For to counterbalance the acceptance of food, she had to 
throw more pathos into her face. With haggard resigna- 
tion she was going on again ; doing what was asked of her, 
partaking of this lunch. She did so with unnecessary con- 
scientiousness. Her strange wave of dignity had let her 
in for this ?—almost she must make up for that dignity ! 
Life was confusing her again ; it was useless to struggle. 

‘ Aren’t these strawberries good ? Very sweet. These 
little hard ones are better than the bigger strawberries. 
Have some more cream ? ’ 

‘Thank you.’ She should have said no. But being 
greedy in this matter she accepted it, with a heavy air of 
some subtle advantage gained. 

‘ How did the riding lesson go off?’ She went to a 
riding school in the mornings. 

‘Qh quite well, thank you. How did your lesson go 
off?’ (This referred to his exchange of languages with a 
russian girl.) 

* Admirably, thank you.’ 

The russian girl was a useful weapon for her. 

‘What is the time?’ The time? What cheek! He 
was almost startled. He took his heavy watch out and 
presented its big bold dial to her ironically. 

* Are you in a hurry ?’ he asked. 

‘No, I just wondered what the time was. I live so 
vaguely.’ 

* You are sure you are not in a hurry ?’ 

‘Oh no!’ 

‘I have a confession to make, my dear Bertha.’ He had 
not put his watch back in his pocket. She had asked for 
the watch; he would use it. ‘I came here just now to 
test a funny mood—a quite new mood as a matter of fact. 
My visit is a sort of trial trip of this new mood. The mood 
was connected with you. I wanted to find out what it 
meant, and how it would be affected by your presence. 
That was the test.’ 

Bertha looked up with mocking sulky face, a shade of 
hopeful curiosity. 

* Shall I tell what the mood was ? ’ 

* That ’s as you like.’ 
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‘ It was a feeling of complete indifference as regards your- 
self !’ 

He said this solemnly, with the pomp with which a 
weighty piece of news might be invested by a solicitor in 
conversation with his client. 

‘Oh, is that all? That is disappointing.’ The little 
barbaric effort was met by Bertha scornfully. 

‘No that is not all.’ 

Catching at the professional figure his manner had con- 
jured up, he ran his further remarks into that mould. The 
presence of his watch in his hand had brought with it some 
image of the family physician or gouty attorney. It all 
centred round the watch, as it were, and her interest in the 
time of day. 

‘I have found that this was only another fraud on my 
too credulous sensibility.’ He smiled with professional 
courtesy. ‘At sight of you, my mood evaporated. But 
what I want to talk about is what is left. Iam of opinion 
that our accounts should be brought up to date. I’m 
afraid the reckoning is enormously against me: you have 
been a criminally indulgent partner—.’ 

He had now got the image down to the more precise 
form of two partners, perhaps comfortable wine-merchants, 
going through their books or something of that sort. 

“My dear Sorbert I am aware of that. You needn’t 
trouble to go any further. But why are you entering into 
these calculations, and sums of profit and loss ? ’ 

* Because my sentimental finances, if I may employ that 
term, are in a bad state.’ 

* Then they only match your worldly ones.’ 

*In my worldly ones I have no partner’ he reminded 
her. 

She cast her eyes about in wide-eyed swoops, full of 
self-possessed wildness. 

* I exonerate you Sorbert * she said, ‘ you needn’t go into 
details. What is yours and what is mine—my God ! what 
does it matter? Not much!’ 

*I know you to be generous—.’ 

‘Leave that then, leave these calculations! All that 
means so little tome! I feel at the end of my strength— 
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a bout de force!’ she always heaved this french phrase 
out with much energy. ‘ If you ’ve made up your mind to 
go—do so Sorbert—I release you! You owe me nothing— 
it was all my fault. But spare me a reckoning! I can’t 
stand any more—.’ : 

‘No, I insist on my responsibility. It would break my 
heart to leave things upside down like that—all our books 
in a ghastly muddle, our desks open, and just walk away 
for ever—perhaps to set up shop somewhere else, who 
knows ? What a prospect! I can’t bear it!’ 

‘I do not feel in any mood to “ set up shop somewhere 
else ” I can assure you! ’ 

The unbusinesslike element in the situation had been 
allowed by her to develop for obvious reasons. She now 
resisted her Sorbert’s dishonest attempt to set this right, 
and to benefit, first (as he had done) by disorder, and lastly 
to benefit by order. 

* We can’t in any case improve matters by talking. I— 
I, you needn’t fear for me Sorbert, I can look after myself. 
Only don’t let us wrangle’ with appealing vesture and 
saintishly smiling face. ‘Let us part friends. Let us be 
worthy of each other! ’ 

Bertha always opposed to Tarr’s treacherous images her 
teutonic lyricism, usually repeating the same phrases 
several timcs. 

This was degenerating into their routine of wrangle. 
Always confronted by this imperturbable, deaf and blind, 
‘generosity,’ the day would end in the usual senseless 
draw. His compelling statement still remained unuttered. 

* Bertha, listen. Let us, just for fun, throw all this 
overboard, I mean the cargo of inflated stuff that makes 
us go statelily, no doubt, but—. Haven’t we quarrelled 
enough, and said these things to each other till we ’re 
both sick of them ? Our quarrels have been our undoing. 
Look. A long chain of little quarrels has fastened us down: 
we should neither of us be here if it hadn’t been for them.’ 

Bertha gazed at Tarr half wonderingly. Something out 
of the ordinary was on foot, it was plain. 

Tarr proceeded. 

‘T have accepted from you a queer sentimental dialect 
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of life—please don’t interrupt me, I have something I want 
particularly to say—I should have insisted on your express- 
ing yourself in a more metropolitan speech. Let us drop 
it. There is no need to converse in the drivelling idiom we 
for the most part use. I don’t think we should lead a very 
pleasant married life—naturally. In the second place, you 
are not a girl who wants an intrigue, but to marry. I 
have been playing at fiancé with a certain unprincipled 
pleasure in the novelty, but I experience a genuine horror 
as the fatal consequences begin to take shape. I have been 
playing with you !’ 

He said this eagerly, as though it were a point in his 
argument—as it was. He paused, for effect apparently. 

‘You for your part Bertha don’t do yourself justice 
when you are acting. Iam in the same position. This I 
feel acutely, no I do in fact. My ill-humour occasionally 
takes your direction—yours, for its part, heading in mine 
when I criticize your acting. We don’t act well together 
and that ’s a fact ; though I ’m sure we should be smooth 
enough allies off the boards of love. Your heart, Bertha, is 
in the right place; ah, ca! what a heart!’ 

‘ You are too kind!’ 

* But—but ; I will go a great deal farther than that : 
at the risk of appearing paradoxical I will affirm that the 
heart in question is so much part of your intelligence 
too— !’ 

‘Thanks! Thanks!’ 

‘—despite your fatuity in the matter of personal expres- 
sion. But I must not allow myself to be enticed into these 
by-paths. I wish to make a clean breast of my motives. 
I had always till I met you regarded marriage as a 
thing beyond all argument not for me, I was unusually 
isolated from that idea; anyway, I had never even 
reflected what marriage was at all. It was you who intro- 
duced me to marriage! In consequence it is you who are 
responsible for all our troubles. The approach of this dis- 
gusting thing, so unexpectedly friendly at nearer sight, 
caused revulsion of feeling beyond my control, resulting in 
sudden fiangailles. Like a woman luxuriously fingering 
some merchant’s goods, too dear for her, or not wanted 
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enough for the big price, I philandered with the idea of 
marriage. Then I was caught. But I find I really don’t 
want the stuff at all. I’m sorry.’ 

This simplification put things in a new callous light that 
was all. Tarr felt that she too must, naturally, be enjoy- 
ing his points: he forgot to direct his exposition in such 
a way as to hurt her least. This trivial and tortured land- 
scape had a beauty for him he was able and eager to 
explain, where for her there was nothing but a harrowing 
reality. . 

But the lunch had had the same effect upon him that it 
was intended to have upon his victim—not enough to over- 
throw his resolution, but enough to relax its form. 

As to Bertha, this behaviour seemed, in the main, 
‘Sorbert all over.’ There was nothing new. There was 
the ‘difference’: but she recognized that ‘ differences ’ 
had often been noticed by her, and it was really the familiar 
process ; he was attempting to convince himself, heart- 
lessly, at her expense. Whether he would ever manage to 
do so was problematic : there was no sign of his being likely 
to do so more to-day than any other day. So she listened ; 
sententiously released him from time to time. 

Just as she had seemed strange to him in some way when 
he came in (seen through his ‘ indifference ’) so he had 
appeared a little odd to her: this for a moment had wiped 
off the dullness of habit. This husband she so obstinately 
wanted had been recognized : she had seized him round the 
shoulders and clung athletically to him, as though he had 
been her child that some senseless force were about to 
snatch. 

As to his superstition about marriage the subject of his 
recent remarks—was it not merely the restlessness of youth, 
propaganda of Liberty, that a year or so would see in 
Limbo? For was he not a ‘marrying man’? She was 
sure of it! She had tried not to frighten him, and to keep 
‘ marriage ’ in the background : but she was quite certain 
that he was intended to marry : he needed a wife. 

Thus Tarr’s disquisition had no effect except for one 
thing; when he spoke of a pleasure he derived from the idea 
of marriage upon closer acquaintance, she wearily pricked 
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up herears. The conviction that Tarr was a domesticated 
animal was confirmed from his own lips: the only result 
of his sortie was to stimulate her always vigilant hope and 
irony, both, just a little. (He had intended to prepare the 
couch for her despair !) 

His last words, affirming marriage to be a game not 
worth the candle, brought a faint and ‘ weary ’ smile to her 
face : once more she was obviously ‘ a bout de force.’ 

‘Sorbert ; I understand you. Do realise that. There 
is no necessity for all this rigmarole with me, if you think 
you shouldn’t marry—why it’s quite simple! Don’t 
think that I would force you to marry! Oh no!’ (the 
training guttural unctuous accent she had in speaking 
english filled her discourse with a dreary mechanical em- 
phasis). ‘I always said that you were too young. You 
are far too young. You need a wife—you ve just said 
yourself about your feeling for marriage—but you are so 
young!’ She gazed at him with .compassionate half- 
smiling moistened look, as though there were something 
deformed about being so young. It was her invariable 
habit to treat anything that obviously pointed to her as 
the object of pity, as though it manifestly indicated, on the 
contrary, him. ‘ Yes, Sorbert, you are right ’ she finished 
briskly. ‘I think it would be madness for us to marry !’ 

The suggestion that their leisurely journey towards 
marriage was perhaps a mistake, was at once seriously and 
with conviction far surpassing that he had ventured on 
taken up by her. Let them immediately call a halt, pitch 
tents preliminary to turning back: a pause was essential 
before beginning the return journey. Next day they 
would be jogging on again in the same disputed direction. 

Tarr now saw at once what had happened: his good 
words had been completely thrown away, all except his 
confession to a weakness for the matronly blandishments 
of Matrimony. He had an access of stupid brief and 
blatant laughter. 

As the earliest Science wondered what was at the core of 
the world, basing its speculations on what deepest things 
occasionally emerge, with violence, at its holes, so Bertha 
often would conjecture what might be at the heart of Tarr. 
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Laughter was the most apparently central substance which, 
to her knowledge, had uncontrollably appeared : often she 
had heard grumblings, quite literally, and seen unpleasant 
lights, belonging, she knew, to other categories of matter : 
but they never broke cover. 

At present his explosive gaiety was interpreted as 
proof that she had been right. There was nothing in 
what he had said: it had been only one of his bad fits 
of rebellion. 

But Tarr was ashamed of this backsliding into humour, 
that fatal ‘condition : laughter must be givenup. Insome 
way, for both their sakes, the foundations of an ending 
must be laid at once. 

For a few minutes he played with the idea of affecting 
Bertha’s weapons. Perhaps it was not only impossible to 
overcome, but even to approach, or to be said to be on the 
same field with, this peculiar amazon, without such uni- 
formity of engines of attack or defence. Should not he get 
himself a mask like hers at once and follow suit with some 
emphatic sentence ? He stared uncertainly at her. Then 
he sprang to his feet. He intended, as far as he could see 
beyond this passionate movement (for he must give him- 
self up to the mood, of course) to pace the room. 

But his violence jerked out of him a resounding shout of 
the most retrograde laughter. He went stamping about 
the floor roaring with reluctant mirth : it would not come 
out properly, too, except the first outburst. 

‘ Ay—that ’s right! Get on with it, get on with it!’ 
Bertha’s patient irony seemed to gibe. 

This laughter left him vexed with himself, like a fit of 
tears. 

‘Humour and pathos are such near twins that Humour 
may be exactly described as the most feminine attribute of 
man—and it is the only one of which women show hardly 
any trace! Jokes are like snuff, a slatternly habit ’ said 
Tarr to Butcher once ‘ whereas Tragedy (and tears) is like 
tobacco, much drier and cleaner. Comedy being always 
the embryo of Tragedy, the directer nature weeps. Women 
are of course directer than men.—But they have not the 
same resources.’ 
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Butcher blinked. He thought of his resources. Then 
he recalled his inclination to tears. 


* 

Tarr’s disgust at this electric rush of clattering sound 
was commensurate with the ground he had lost by it, and 
Bertha came in for her share of this vexation. He was 
now put at a fresh disadvantage. How could he ever 
succeed in making Bertha believe that a person who 
laughed immoderately was serious? Under the shadow 
of this laugh all his ensuing acts or words must toil, dis- 
credited in advance. 

Desperately ignoring accidents, Tarr went back beyond 
his first explosion, and attacked its cause—indicting 
Bertha, more or less, as responsible for the disturbance. 

Hesat down squarely infront of her, hardly breathed from 
his paroxysm, getting himself launched without transition: 
by rapid plungingfrom one state toanotherhe hoped to take 
the wind out of the laugh’s sails : his irresponsible shout 
should be left towering, spectral but becalmed, behind. 

*I don’t know from which side to approach you Bertha : 
frequently you complain of my being thoughtless and 
spoilt : but your uncorked solemnity is far more frivolous 
than anything I can manage. Excuse me, naturally, for 
speaking in this way. Won’t you come down from your 
pedestal just for a few minutes?’ And he ‘sketched’ a 
gesture, as though offering the lady, about to step off her 
precipitous pedestal, his hand. 

‘My dear child I feel far from being on any pedestal, 
there ’s too little of the pedestal if anything about me. 
Really Sorbert ’ (she leant towards him with an abortive 
movement as though to take his hand) ‘ I am your friend— 
belteve me!’ (Last words very quick, with nod of head 
and blink of eyes.) ‘ You worry yourself far too much, 
please don’t doso. You are in no way bound to me, if you 
think we should part—let us part! Yes, let us part. By 
all means let us part !’ 

The * let us part !’ was precipitate, strenuous-prussian, 
almost truculent. 

Tarr thought :—‘ Is it cunning, stupidity, is she a screw 
loose, or what ?’ 
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She took up the tale again, unexpectedly, and she had 
rapidly shunted on to another track of generosity :— 

* But I agree, let us be franker, Sorbert. We waste too 
much time talking, talking. You are different to-day 
Sorbert—what is it? If you have met somebody else—.’ 

Sorbert looked at her in dumb expostulation. Then he 
said : 

‘If I had Id tell you. There is besides nobody else to 
meet, you are unique! Really. Unique.’ 

‘ Someane ’s been saying something to you—.’ 

‘No. I’ve been saying something to somebody else, 
But it ’s the same thing. It’s no use. I might as well 
keep my mouth shut.’ 

With half-incredulous, musing, glimmering stare she 
drew in her horns. 

Tarr meditated. ‘This I should have foreseen. I am 
asking her for something that she sees no reason to give up. 
Next her beastly Geschmack for me it is the most valuable 
thing the poor girl possesses. It is indissolubly mixed up 
with the Geschmack. The poor heightened self she laces her- 
self into is the only consolation for me and all the troubles 
brought down on her by a person of my order. But I ask 
her brutally to “ come down from her pedestal.”’ (I owe 
even a good deal to that pedestal, I expect, as regards her 
Geschmack in the first place): this blessed protection given 
her by nature I, a minute or two before leaving her, make 
a last inept attempt to capture or destroy. What more 
natural than that her good sense should be contemptuous 
and indignant ? It is only in defence of this ridiculous 
sentimentality that she has ever shown her teeth. This 
invaluable illusion has enabled her to bear things so long : 
now it stands ready with redskin impassibility to man- 
ceuvre her over the falls or rapids of Parting. The scientific 
thing to do, I suppose, with my liberal intentions, would be 
to flatter and enhance in every way this idea of herself. 
She should be given some final and extraordinary oppor- 
tunity of being “* noble.” ’ 

He looked up at her a moment, in search of inspiration. 

* I must not be too vain—I exaggerate the gravity of the 
hit, As to my attempted rape of her fairy drapery, there 
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are two sides to that : consider how I square up when she 
shows signs of annexing my illusion! We are really the 
whole time playing a game of grabs and dashes at each 
other’s magic vestment of imagination. Only hers makes 
her very fond of me, whereas mine makes me see anyone 
but her. That ’s the difference. Perhaps this is why I 
have not been more cnergetic in my prosecution of the 
game, and have allowed her to remain in her savage semi- 
naked state of pristine balderdash. Why has she never 
tried to modify herself in direction of my “taste”? Is it 
on account of her not daring to leave this protective fanci- 
ful self, while I still kept all my weapons? Then her 
initiative. She does nothing it is the man’s place to do: 
she remains “ woman” as she would say. Only she is so 
intensely alive in her passivity, so maelstrom-like in her 
surrender, so exclusive in her sacrifice, that very little 
remains to be done. Really with Bertha the man’s posi- 
tion is a mere sinecure.’ 

Asacover for reflection he set himself to finish lunch. The 
strawberries were devoured mechanically, with un-hungry 
itch to clear the plate : he was a conscientious automaton, 
restless if any of the little red balls still remained in front 
of it. 

Bertha’s eyes sought to waft her out of this Present, but 
they had broken down, depositing her somewhere halfway 
down the avenue so to speak. 

Tarr got up, a released puppet, and walked to the cloth- 
covered box where he had left his hat and stick. Then he 
returned in some way dutifully and obediently to the same 
seat, sat there for a minute, hat on knee. He had gone 
over and taken it up without thinking: he only realized, 
once back, what the action signified. Nothing was settled, 
he had so far done more harm than good. The presence 
of the hat and stick on his knees, however, was like the 
holding open of the front door already. Anything said with 
them there could only be like words said as an afterthought, 
upon the threshold. It was as though, hat on head, he 
were standing with his hand on the door knob, about to add 
some trifle to a thing already settled. 

He got up, walked back to where he had picked up the 
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hat and stick, placed them as they were before, then 
returned to the window. 

What should be done now? He seemed to have played 
all his cards. All the steps that had suggested themselves 
to him had now been taken. But should there be some 
still in reserve, that passive pose of Bertha’s was not en- 
couraging. It had lately withstood stoically a good deal, 
and was quite ready to absorb still more. There was some- 
thing almost pugnacious in so much resignation. 

But when she looked up at him there was no sign of 
combat. She appeared adjusted to something simple again, 
for this critical departure, by some fluke of a word. For 
the second time that day she had jumped out of her skin. 

Her heart beat in a delicate exhausted way, her eyelids 
became moistened underneath, as she turned to her un- 
usual fiancé. They had wandered, she felt, into a drift of 
silence that hid a novel and unpleasant prospect at the end 
of it. Suddenly it seemed charged with some alarming 
fancy that she could not grasp. There was something 
more unusual than her fiancé.—But the circular storm, in 
her case, was returning. 

* Well Sorbert ? ’ 

‘Well. What is it ?’ 

* Why don’t you go’? Ithought you ’dgone. It seems 
so funny to see you standing there—what are you staring 
at me for?’ 

‘Oh a cat may look at a king I suppose, still.’ 

She looked down with a wild demureness, her head on 
one side. 

Her mouth felt at some distance from her brain: her 
voice stood on tip-toe like a dwarf to speak. She became 
very much impressed by her voice, and was rather afraid to 
say anything more. Had she fainted ? Sorbert appeared 
to her as a stranger, hat in hand, the black stubble on his 
chin and his brown neck repelled her like the symptoms of 
a disease. She noticed something criminal and quick in 
his eyes : she became nervous, as though she had admitted 
somebody too trustingly to her flat. This fancy played 
upon her hysteria: she really wished very much that he 
would go. 
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* Why don’t you go /’ she repeated, in a matter-of-fact 
way, looking down. 

Tarr remained silent, seemingly determined not to 
answer. Meantime, he looked at her with a doubtful dis- 
like. 

What is love ? he began reasoning. It 1s either possession 
or a possessive madness. In the case of men and women, it 
1s the obsession of a personality. He had been endowed 
with the power of awaking love in her, it was fair to assume. 
He had something to accuse himself of He had been 
afraid of guving up or repudiating this particular madness. 
Yet why accuse himself ? How could he accuse himself of 
an instinct ? To give up another person’s love is a mild 
suicide. Then his tenderness for Bertha was due to her 
having purloined some part of himself, and covered herself 
superficially with it as ashield. Her skin at least was Tarr. 
She had captured a living piece of him and held it as a 
hostage. She was rapidly transforming herself, too, into a 
slavish dependency she worked with all the hypocrisy of 
a great instinct. 

People can wound by loving he said to himself (he was 
of course accusing her) the sympathy of this affection 1s 
interpenetrative. Love performs its natural miracle, and 
the people that love us become part of us, it 1s a dis- 
memberment to cast them off. Our own blood flows out 
after them when they go. 

Or love was a malady, Tarr continued it was dangerous 
to live with those consumed by it. He felt an uneasiness - 
might not a wasting and restlessness now ensue? It would 
not, if he were infected, be recognizable as love. Perhaps 
he had already got it shghtly : that might account for his 
hanging about her. He evidently was suffering from some- 
thing that came from Bertha, maybe it was that. 

Everybody, however, all personality was catching. we 
all are sicknesses for each other, he reasoned. Such contact 
as he had had with Bertha was particularly msky that was 
all. The photographs at which he had just been looking 
displayed an unpleasant solidarity. Was it necessary to 
allege ‘love’ at all however—in his case the word was 
superfluous. The fact was before him. 
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He felt suddenly despondent and afraid of the future: 
he had fallen beneath a more immediate infection. 

He looked attentively round the room. Already his 
memory ached. She had loved him with all this: he had 
been loved with the plaster cast of Beethoven, this gentle 
girl had attacked him with the Klingers, had ambushed him 
from the Breton jars, in a funny superficial absorbing way. 
Her madness had muddled everything with his ideal exist- 
ence. This was not he told himself like leaving an ordinary 
room in which you had spent pleasant hours and would 
regret, you would owe nothing to that, and it could not 
pursue you with images of wrong. This room he was 
wronging, and he left it in a different way. She seemed, 
too, so humble in it, or through it—the appeal of the little 
again: if he could only escape from scale! The price of 
preoccupation with the large was this perpetual danger 
from the little. Oh dear, Tarr wished he could look coldly 
upon mere littleness, and not fall so easily victim to it. 
Oh how necessary brutality was to him, he was so unpro- 
tected against all that was little! As to love, it was so 
much too new tohim. He was not inoculated enough with 
love. 

Callously he had been signing his name to a series of 
brutalities, then, as though he were sure that when the 
time came he would have a quite sufficient stock of tough- 
ness to meet these debts. Yet from the first he had sus- 
pected that he had not: eventually he would have to 
evade them or succumb. The flourishes of the hand and 
mind had caused Bertha’s mute and mournful attitude. 
She thought she knew him, but was amazed at his ignorance 
or pretence. 

He had stirred up and brought out into the light during 
the last hour every imaginable difficulty, and created a 
number of new ones. They were there in a confused mass 
before him. The thought of ‘settling everything before he 
went’ now appeared fantastic. He had at all events started 
these local monsters and demons, fishing them out stark 
where they could be seen. Each had a different vocal ex- 
plosiveness or murmur, inveighing unintelligibly against 
the other. The only thing to be done was to herd them 
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all together and march them away for inspection at leisure. 
Sudden herdsman, with the care of a delicate and ante- 
diluvian flock ; well !—but what was Bertha to be told ? 
Nothing. He would file out silently with his flock, with- 
out any horn-blasts or windings such as he customarily 
affected. 

‘I am going now ’ he said at last, getting up. 

She looked at him with startled interest. 

* You are leaving me Sorbert ? ’ 

‘No. At least, now Iam going.’ He stooped down for 
his hat and cane. ‘I will come and see you to-morrow or 
the day after.’ 

Closing the door quietly, with a petty carefulness, he 
crossed the passage, belittled and guilty. He did not wish 
to escape this feeling : it would be far better to enhance it 
while he was about it. Fora moment it occurred to him to 
go back and offer marriage. It was about all he had to 
offer. He was ashamed of his only gift !—But he did not 
stop, he opened the front door and went downstairs. 
Something raw and uncertain he seemed to have built up in 
the room he had left : how long would it hold together ? 
Again he was acting in secret, his errand and intentions 
kept to himself. Something followed him like a restless 
dog. 


PART II 
DOOMED, EVIDENTLY—THE ‘FRAC’ 


Chapter 1 


i heer a window in the neighbouring Boulevard, the eye 
of Otto Kreisler was fixed blankly upon a spot thirty 
feet above the scene of the Hobson-Tarr dialogue. Kreisler 
was shaving himself, one eye fixed upon Paris, It beat 
upon this wall of Paris drearily. Had it been endowed 
with properties of illumination and had it been directed 
there earlier in the day, it would have provided a desolate 
halo for Tarr’s ratiocination. Kreisler’s watch had been 
in the Mont-de-Piété since the beginning of the week, 
until some clock struck he was in total ignorance of the 
time of day. 

The late spring sunshine flooded, like a bursted tepid 
star, the pink boulevard: beneath, the black-suited bur- 
gesses of Paris crawled like wounded insects hither and 
thither. A low corner-house terminating the Boulevard 
Kreutzberg blotted out the lower part of the Café Berne. 

Kreisler’s room resembled a funeral chamber. Shallow 
ill-lighted and extensive, it was placarded with nude 
archaic images. These were painted on strips of canvas 
fastened to the wall with drawing-pins. Imagining your- 
self in some primitive necropolis, the portraits of the de- 
ceased covering the holes in which they had respectively 
been thrust, you would, pursuing your fancy, have seen in 
Kreisler a devout recluse who had taken up his quarters 
in this rock-hewn death-house. 

Otto Kreisler was in one sense a recluse (although almost 
certainly the most fanciful mind would have gasped and 
fallen at his contact). But Cafés were the luminous 
caverns where he could be said, most generally, to dwell ; 
with, nevertheless, very little opening of the lips and much 
apparent meditation; therefore not unworthy of some 
rank among the inferior and less fervent solitudes. 

A bed like an overturned cupboard, dark, and with a red 

67 


68 TARR 


hillow of foot-deep down covering its surface ; a tessellated 
floor of red tile ; a little rug, made with paint carpet card- 
board and horse-hair, to represent a leopard—these, with 
chair, wash-stand, easel, and several weeks of slowly drift- 
ing and shifting garbage. completed its contents. 

Kreisler gaily flicked the lather on to a crumpled news- 
paper. But his face emerging from greenish soap, garish 
where the razor had scraped it, did not satisfy him: life 
did not each day deposit an untidiness that could be 
whisked off by a Gillette blade, as nature did its stubble. 

His face, wearing, it is true, like a uniform the frowning 
fixity of the Prussian warrior, had a neglected look. The 
true bismarckian Prussian would seek every day, by little 
acts of boorishness, to keep fresh this trenchant attitude ; 
like the german student with his weekly routine of duels 
which regimen is to keep courage simmering in times of 
peace, that it may instantly boil up to war pitch at the 
merest sign from the german War-Master. 

He brushed his clothes vigorously ; cleaned his glasses 
with the absorption and tenderness of the near-sighted. 
Next moment, straddling on his flat slav nose, he was 
gazing through them at his face again—brushing up 
whimsical moustaches over pink and pouting mouth. 
This was done with two tiny ivory brushes taken out of a 
small leather case—present from a fiancée who had been 
alarmed that these moustaches showed an unpatriotic 
tendency to droop. 

This old sweetheart just then disagreeably occupied his 
mind. But he busied himself about further small details 
of his toilet with increased precision. Had a person he 
had wished to snub been sitting there and talking to him 
he could not have been more elaborately engrossed in a 
hundred insignificant things, such as adjusting the defec- 
tive spring-button that secured the moustache-brush case. 
That morning any reverie or troubling reflections would 
be treated very cavalierly. To a knock he answered with 
careful ‘Come in.’ He did not take his eyes from the 
glass, spotted blue tie being pinched into position by 
finicky finger-tips, at the end of lanky drooping hands, with 
extended high-held formal elbows and one knee slightly 
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flexed. Above and around his tie the entrance of a young 
woman was considered with a high impassibility. 

‘Good morning. So you’re up already’ she said in 
French. 

He treated her as coolly as he had his thoughts : appear- 
ing at that moment she gave his manner towards the latter 
something human to play upon with relief. Imparting 
swanlike undulations to a short stout person, an eye fixed 
quizzingly upon Kreisler’s in the glass, she advanced. 
Her manner was one seldom sure of welcome, there was 
deprecation in her aggressive intrusion. She was not 
pretty : it was a good-natured face, brows always raised, 
with protruding eyes. With these she gesticulated, filling 
her silences with explosive significance. A skin which 
would become easily blue in cold weather was matched 
with a taste in dress inveterately blue: the Pas de Calais 
had somehow produced her: Paris, shortly afterwards, 
had put the mark of its necessitous millions on a mean, 
lively child. 

* Are you going to work to-day ?’ came in a minute or 
two. 
‘No’ her taciturn host replied, putting his jacket on. 
‘Do you want me to ?’ 

‘It would be of certain use. But don’t put yoursclf 
out !’ with grin tightening all the skin of her face, making 
it pink and bald and her eyes drunken. 

‘I’m afraid I can’t.’ Watched with a sort of apprecia- 
tive raillery, he got down on his knees and dragged a port- 
manteau from beneath the bed. 

‘Susanna, what can I get on that?’ he asked simply, 
as of an expert. 

‘ Ah, that ’s where we are? You want to pop this? I 
don’t know I’m sure. Perhaps they ’d give you fifteen 
francs. It’s good leather.’ 

‘Perhaps twenty ?’ he asked. ‘I must have them!’ 
he clamoured suddenly, with an energy that startled her. 

She grimaced, looked very serious, said, ‘ Je ne sais pas 
vous savez!’ with several vigorous yet rhythmical and 
rich forward movements of the head. She became the 
broker: Kreisler was pressing for a sum in excess of 
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regulations. Not for the world, any more than had she 
been the broker in fact, would she have valued it at a 
penny over what it seemed likely to fetch. 

* Je ne sais pas vous savez!’ she repeated. She looked 
even worried. She would have liked to please Kreisler by 
saying more, but her business conscience prevented her. 

* Well, we ‘ll go together.’ 

This conversation was carried on strictly in dialect. 
Suzanne understood him, for she was largely responsible 
for the patois in which Kreisler carried on conversation 
with the French. This young woman had no fixed occupa- 
tion. She disappeared for irregular periods to live with 
men. She sat as a model. 

‘ Your father hasn’t sent yet ?’ He shook his head. 

* Le cochon !’ she stuttered. 

* But it will come to-morrow, or the day after anyway.’ 
The idiosyncrasies of these monthly letters were quite 
familiar to her. The dress clothes had been pawned by 
her on a former occasion. 

* What do you need twenty francs for ? ’ 

‘I must have not twenty but twenty-five.’ 

Her silence was as eloquent as face-muscles and eye- 
fluid could make it. 

‘To get the dress clothes out ’ he explained, fixing her 
stolidly with his principal eye. 

She first smiled slowly, then allowed her ready mirth to 
grow, by mechanical stages, into laughter. The presence 
of this small indifferent and mercenary acquaintance 
irritated him. But he remained cool and stiffly detached. 
Just then a church clock began striking the hour. He fore- 
boded it was already ten, but not later. It struck ten, and 
then eleven. He leapt the hour—the clock seemed rushing 
with him, in a second, to the more advanced position— 
without any flurry, quite calmly. Then it struck twelve. 
He at once absorbed that further hour as he had the 
former. He lived an hour as easily and carelessly as he 
would have lived a second. Could it have gone on striking 
he would have swallowed, without turning a hair, twenty, 
thirty strokes. 

Going out of the door with Suzanne, portmanteau in 
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hand, as he opened it he experienced a twinge of anger. 
A half-hour before, on waking, he had sat up in bed and 
gazed at the crevice at its foot where a letter, thrust under- 
neath by the concierge, usually lay. He had stared men- 
acingly as he found nothing there. That little square of 
rich bright white paper was what he had counted on night 
to give him—that he had expected to find on waking, as 
though it were a secretion of those long hours. It made 
him feel that there had been no night—long, fecund, rich in 
surprises—but merely a barren moment of sleep. A stale 
and garish vontinuation of yesterday, no fresh day at all, 
had dawned : the chill and phlegmatic appearance of his 
room annoyed him. Its inhospitable character had re- 
pelled the envelope pregnant with revolutionary joy and 
serried german marks. Such a dead hole of a place must 
have some effect ; to shut out innovation, scare away any- 
thing pleasant. Impossible to break this spell of mono- 
tony upon his life. And it was this room, yes, this room 
that cut him off from the world : he gazed around as a man 
may eye a wife whom he suspects of intercepting his corre- 
spondence. ‘There was no reason why the letter with his 
monthly remittance should have come on that particular 
morning however—already eight days overdue. 

‘ If I had a father like yours!’ said Suzanne in menac- 
ing humorous sing-song, eyes bulging and head nodding. 
At this vista of perpetual blackmail she fell into a reverie. 

‘Never get your father off on your fiancée, Suzanne!’ 
Kreisler advised in reply.' 

‘Comment?’ Suzanne did not understand, and pulled 
a sour face. When would this cursed Prussian learn 
French ? To get your father off on your fiancée! What 
was that then? Zut! 

This is what Kreisler, in a moment of aberration, had 
done though, exactly: for four years now his father, a 
widower for nine years, had been married to the lady who 
had given Otto the brushes for the moustache. His son 
had only been home once in that period. 

Some months before Herr Kreisler Senior had asked 
Otto to give up art, offering him the choice of two posts in 
german firms, On a short refusal, the matter had been 
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dropped: but he had infuriated his son, calculating on 
such effect, by sending his allowance only when written for, 
and even then neglecting the appeal for several days. On 
two occasions forty marks and thirty marks had been de- 
ducted respectively, merely as an irritative measure, no 
reason was given in the letter. Otto, on his side, made no 
remark. The father was jealous contemptuous and sulky, 
Otto the same, if perhaps you substitute ‘sourly roguish ’ 
for ‘jealous.’ 

How near was the end? This might be the end. So 
much the better! Kreisler’s student days—a life-time in 
itself—embracing a great variety of useless studies of which 
painting, the last, was far the most useless—had unfitted 
him, at the age of thirty-six, for practically anything. So 
far he had only lost one picture. This senseless solitary 
purchase depressed him whenever he thought of it: how 
dreary that cheque for four pounds ten was! Who could 
have bought it? It sold joylessly and fatally one day in 
an exhibition. What an event! 

He turned the key carefully in the door: the concierge 
or landlord were quite capable of slipping in and firing his 
things out in his absence. 

The portmanteau whisked up from the floor, flopped 
along with him like a child’s slack balloon. He frowned at 
Suzanne, and, prepared for surprises, went warily down the 
marble stairway. 


Chapter 2 


INE months previously Kreisler had arrived in Paris at 

the Gare de Lyon, from Italy. He had left Rome be- 
cause the italian creditor is such a bad-tempered fellow, 
and he could never get any sleep after 8—or lattcrly 7.80— 
even, in the morning. 


‘Dear COLLEAGUE, 

* Expect me Thursday. I am at last quitting this 
wretched city, driven out by the Goths and other refuse 
that have infested it since the second century. I hope 
that the room you mentioned is still free. Will come at 
once to your address. With many hearty greetings, 

‘ Yours 
‘Otto KREIsLER.’ 


He had despatched this note, before leaving, to a Herr 
Ernst Vokt. For some time he stood on the Paris plat- 
form, ulster thrown back, smoking a lean cigar with a 
straw stuck in it. He was glad to bein Paris. How busy 
the women, intent on travel, were! Groups of town-folk, 
not travellers, stood like people at a show. Each traveller 
was met by a phalanx of uninterested faces beyond the 
gangway. 

His standing on the platform was a little ceremonious 
and military. He was taking his bearings. Body and be- 
longings, with him, were always moved about with certain 
strategy. At last with racial menace he had his things 
swept together, saying heavily : 

‘Un Viagre ! ’ 

Vokt was not in, but had left word he would be there 
after dinner. It was in a Pension: he rented a studio as 
well in the garden behind. The house was rather like a 
provincial Public Baths, two storied, of an unclean purple 
colour. Kreisler looked up at it. Looking big and idle in 
their rooms, catching the eye of the stranger on the pave- 
ment, he remarked several pensionnaires and was remarked 
by them. He was led to the studio in rear of the house, 
and asked to wait. 


Several long canvases stood face against the wall. He 
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turned them round and to his astonishment discovered 
dashing ladies in large hats before him. 

‘Ha! Ha! Well I’m damned! Bravo Ernst!’ he 
exploded in his dull solitude, extremely amused. 

Vokt had not done this in Rome. Even there he had 
given indications of latent virtuosity but had been curbed 
by classic presences. Since arriving in Paris he had blos- 
somed shamelessly ; he dealt out a blatant vitality by the 
peck to each sitter, and they forgave him for making them 
comparatively ‘ugly.’ He flung a man or woman on to 
nine feet of canvas and pummelled them on it for a couple 
of hours, until they promised to remain there or were in- 
capable of moving, so to speak. He had never been able to 
treat people like this in any other walk of life and was 
grateful to painting for the experience. He always ap- 
peared to feel he would be expected to apologize for his 
brutal behaviour as an artist and was determined not to 
do so. 

A half-hour later, upon his return, he was informed by 
the servant that somebody was waiting in the studio. 
With face exhibiting the collected look of a man of busi- 
ness arriving at his office, he walked out quickly across the 
garden. 

When he saw Kreisler the bustling business look dis- 
appeared. Nothing of his private self remained for the 
moment: he was engulfed in his friend’s personality. 

* But Ernst ! What beautiful pictures! What pleasant 
company you left me to wait amongst ! How are you? I 
am glad to see you again ! ’ 

‘Had a good journey ? Your letter amused me! So 
Rome became too hot ? ’ 

‘A little! My dear chap, it was a business! In this 
last scuffle I lost literally half the clothes off my back. 
But chiefly Italian clothes, fortunately.’ 

* Why didn’t you write ?’ 

‘Oh, it wasn’t serious enough to call for help ’ he dis- 
missed this at once. ‘ This is a nice place you ’ve got.’ 
Kreisler looked round as though measuring it. He noticed 
Vokt's discomfort : he terminated his examination. Vokt 
coughed a stilted ‘ahem!’ like a stereotyped remark, 
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‘ Have you dined? I waited until eight. Have you...?’ 
: ‘I should like something to eat. Can we get anything 

ere?’ 

*I’m afraid not. It’s rather late for this neighbour- 
hood. Let ’s take these things to your room—on the way 
—and go to the Big Boulevards.’ 

They stayed till the small hours of the morning, in the 
midst of the ‘ Paris by Night’ of the german bourgeois 
imagination, drinking champagne and toasting the credi- 
tors left behind in Rome. 

Kreisler, measured by chairs or doors, was of immoder- 
ate physical humanity : he was of that select and strap- 
ping minority that bend their heads to enter our dwellings. 
His long almost perfectly round thighs stuck out like poles : 
this giant body lounged and poised beside Vokt in massive 
control and over-reaching of civilized matter. It was in 
Rome or in Paris—it moved about a great deal: every- 
where it sat down or stood up with an air of certain 
proprietorship. Vokt was stranger in Paris than his com- 
panion, who had only just arrived: even he felt a little raw 
and uncomfortable, almost a tourist. He was being shown 
* Paris by Night ’—almost literally, for his inclinations had 
not taken him much to that side of the town. 

Objects—kolotten, newsvendors, waiters—flowed through 
Kreisler’s brain without trouble or surprise. His heavy 
eyes were big gates of a self-centred city—this was just a 
procession. (There was no trade in the town.) 

His body had been given the freedom of the city by 
every other body within sight at once, heroically installed 
and almost unnaturally solid. So intensely real, so at 
home, his big guest ended by appearing to Ernst Vokt, as 
he sat there beside him, almost an apparition, by sheer dint 
of contradicting what by all rights he should have been— 
a little strange and not yet part of the scene. 

Vokt began looking for himself: he picked up the pieces 
quietly. This large rusty machine of a man smashed him 
up like an egg-shell at every meeting; the shell grew 
quickly again, but never got hard enough. 

But it pleased him to see him again (he told himself, 
expanding his chest), he was downright glad to have him 
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there ! Good old Otto, brave old Otto! They were great 
old friends. This was good. The drink had been much 
and good—the old days !—but in spite of himself Ernst 
Vokt was fidgety at the lateness of the hour. The next 
day Fraulein von Bonsels, who was sitting for him, was due 
at 9.30, At 9.80—it was now 4. But the first night of 
seeing his friend again—. He drank to banish this sense of 
time and became silent, thinking of his westphalian home 
and his sister who was not very well : she had had a bicycle 
accident and had received a considerable shock. He might 
spend the summer with her and his mother at Berck-sur- 
Mer. He would have gone home for a week or so now, 
only an aunt he did not like was staying there. 

‘ Well let ’s get back !’ said Kreisler, rather thoughtful, 
too, at all the life he had seen. 


Chapter 3 


ip Paris Ernst Vokt, as his studio and its contents be- 
trayed, had found himself: the french capital seemed 
especially constructed for him—such a wonderful large 
polite institution. No one looked at him because he was 
small: for money in Paris represented delicate things, in 
Germany chiefly gross ones, and his money lent him more 
stature than anything else could, and in a much more 
dignified and subtle way than elsewhcre. Now for the 
first time his talent benefited by his moncy. Heavy tem- 
perament, primitive talent, well yes genius, had their big 
place, but money had at last come into its own, and climbed 
up into the spiritual sphere. A very sensible and soothing 
spirit reigned in this seat of intelligence: a very great 
number of sensible well-dressed figures perambulated all 
over these suave acres. Large tribes of ‘types’ pro- 
secuted their primitive enthusiasms in certain Cafés, un- 
annoyed by either the populace or the differently-minded 
élite. The old romantic personal values he was used to in 
his Fatherland were all deeply modified : money, luck and 
non-personal power, were the genius of the new world. 
American clothes were adapted for the finer needs of the 
Western European; cosmopolitan Paris was what America 
ought to be. 

On the evening following Kreisler’s arrival Ernst had a 
dinner engagement. The morning after that Kreisler 
turned up at half-past twelve. Ernst was painting Friu- 
lein von Bonsels, a Berlin débutante, very parisian, very 
expensively dressed, her lips crepitating with correct 
clichés. Ernst displayed a disinclination to make Kreisler 
and his sitter acquainted, but he was a little confused. 
He was going to lunch with his sitter: they arranged to 
meet at dinner time. 

Kreisler the night before had lavished a good deal of 
money in the teutonic paradise beyond the river. Vokt 
understood by a particular insistent blankness about. 
Kreisler’s eye that money was needed. He was familiar 
with this look—Kreisler owed him three thousand marks. 
At first Kreisler had made an effort to pay his friend back 
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money borrowed, when his allowance arrived: but in 
Rome, and earlier for a short time in Munich, Vokt’s 
money was not of so much value as it was at present : re- 
payment was waived in an eager sentimental way, and the 
debt grew. The financial void caused by Vokt’s going off 
to Paris had been felt keenly by Kreisler. The real 
motive of his following Vokt to Paris had scarcely been 
formulated by him, he had taken the step almost by in- 
stinct. He was now in a position analogous to that of a 
man who had been separated for some months from his 
wife: he was in a luxurious hurry once more to see the 
colour of Vokt’s gold. 

Kreisler was very touchy about money, lke all of a 
certain class of borrowers. He sponged with discrimina- 
tion : but for some time he had not required to sponge at 
all, as Vokt amply met his needs. He had got rather out 
of practice in consequence. He found this reopening of 
his account with little friend Ernst a most delicate busi- 
ness: 1t was worse than tackling a stranger. He recog- 
nized that a change might have come over Vokt’s open- 
handedness in new surroundings ; he therefore determined 
to ask for a sum in advance of actual needs, and by bold- 
ness at once re-establish continuity. 

After dinner he said : 

‘You remember Ricci ?—where I got my paints to start 
with. I had some trouble with that devil before I left. 
He came round and made a great scandal on the staircase. 
He shouted * Bandit!” Ha! ha !—Sagraletto '—how do 
you say 1t ?—Sporco Tedesco. Then he called the neigh- 
bours to witness. He kept repeating he was “ not afraid 
of me.” JI took hm by the ear and kicked him out!’ he 
ended with flond truculence. 

Vokt laughed obsequiously, but with discomfort. Kreis- 
ler solicited his sympathetic mirth with a too masterful 
eye: he laughed, himself, unnecessarily heartily. A scene 
of violence in which a small man was hustled (which Vokt 
would have to applaud) was a clever prelude. Ernst felt 
mstinctively it was a prelude, too: he grew very fidgety. 
Then the violence was toned down. 

‘I’m sorry for the little devil. I shall have the money 
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soon: I shall send it him. The first! He shall not suffer.— 
Antonio, too. I don’t owe much. I had to settle most 
before I left. Himmel! My landlord!’ He choked mirth- 
fully over his coffee a little, almost upsetting it, then 
mincingly adjusted the cup to his lips. 

If he had to settle up before he left, he could not have 
much now, evidently! There was a disagreeable pause. 

Vokt stirred his coffee. Then he showed his hand; he 
looked up and with transparent innocence enquired : 

‘ By the way Otto, you remember Fabritz at Munich—? ’ 

‘ You mean the little Jew from whom everybody used to 
borrow money?’ Kreisler fixed him severely and signifi- 
cantly with his eye and spoke with a very heavy delibera- 
tion indeed. 

‘ Did people borrow money from him ?—I had forgotten. 
Yes that ’s the man; he has turned up here; who do you 
think with ? With Irma, the bohemian girl; they are 
living together—round the corner there.’ 

‘Hum! Arethey ? She was a pretty nice girl. Do you 
remember the night von Thény was found stripped and 
tied to his door handle ? He assured me Irma had done it 
and pawned his clothes.’ 

Was Vokt thinking that the famous and admitted func- 
tion of Fabritz should be resorted to as an alternative by 
Kreisler—he Vokt failing ? 

* Vokt, I can speak to you plainly ; isn’t thatso? You 
are my friend. What ’s more, already we have—’ he 
laughed strongly and easily. ‘My journey has cost the 
devil of a lot. I shall be getting my allowance in a week 
or so. Could you lend me a small sum of money? When 
my Money comes—.’ 

‘Ofcourse. But Iam hard up. How much—.’ These 
were three very jerky efforts. 

* Oh, two hundred marks or if you can spare it—.’ 

Vokt’s jaw dropped. 

‘Tam afraid, my dear Kreisler, I can’t—just now—man- 
age that. My journey, too, cost me a lot. I’m most 
awiully sorry. Letmesee. I have my rent next week— 
I don’t see how I can manage—.’ 

Vokt had a clean-shaven depressed and earnest face: he 
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made use of all its most uninviting attributes for this 
occasion. 

Kreisler looked sulkily at the table-cloth, and knocked 
the ash sharply off his cigarette into his cup. 

He said nothing. Vokt became nervous. 

‘Will a hundred marks be of any use ? ’ 

‘Yes’ Kreisler drew his hand over his chin as though 
stroking a beard down and then pulled his moustaches up, 
fixing the waitress with an indifferent eye. ‘Can you spare 
that ?’ 

* Yes—I can’t really. But if you are in such a position 
that—.’ 

These were the circumstances under which he had lost 
Vokt. He felt that hundred marks, given him as a favour, 
was the last serious bite he would get. It was only gradu- 
ally that he realized of how much more value Vokt’s money 
now was, and what before was an unorganized mass of 
specie, in which the professional borrower could wallow, 
was now a sound and suitably conducted business. That 
night he was presented to the new manager. 

After dinner Ernst took him round to the Berne. He 
did not realize what awaited him. There he at once found 
himself in the headquarters of many personalities of his 
own nation. Politeness reigned. Kreisler was pleased to 
find this club where german was the principal language ; 
his roots mixed sluggishly with Ernst’s in this living lump 
of the soil of the Fatherland deposited at the head of the 
Boulevard Kreutzberg. 

The Germans he met here spoke a language and expressed 
opinions he could not agree with, but with which Vokt 
evidently did. They argued genially over glasses of beer 
and champagne. He found his level at once: he was the 
‘ vieille barbe ’ of the party. 

‘Yes, I’ve seen Gauguins. But why go so far as the 
South Sea Islands unless you are going to make people 
more beautiful ? Why go out of Europe, why not save the 
money for the voyage ?’ he would bluster. 

* More beautiful ? What do you understand by the word 
‘* beautiful,” my dear sir?’ would answer a voice in the 
service of new movements. 
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* What do I call beautiful ? How would you like your 
face to be as flat as a pancake, your nostrils like a squashed 
strawberry, one of your eyes cocked up by the side of your 
ear? Would not you be very unhappy to look like that ? 
Then how can you expect anyone but a technique-maniac 
to care a straw for a picture of that sort ; call it Cubist or 
Fauve or whatever you like? It’s all spoof. It puts 
money in somebody’s pocket, no doubt.’ 

‘It ’s not a question unhappily of how we should like our 
faces to be :, it 1s how they are. But I do not consider the 
actual position of my eyes to be any more “ beautiful ” 
than any other position they might have assumed. The 
almond eyewas long held in contempt by the hatchet eye—.’ 

Kreisler peered up at him, and laughed. ‘ You ’re a 
modest fellow. You ’re not as ugly as youthink! Na! I 
like to find—.’ 

* But you haven’t told us, Otto, what you call beautzful.’ 

‘I call this young lady here "—and he turned gallantly 
to a blushing cocotte at his side—‘ beautiful, very beauti- 
ful.’ He kissed her amid gesticulation and applause. 

‘ That ’s just what I supposed ’ his opponent said with 
appreciation. 

With Soltyk he could not get on at all. Louis Soltvk was 
a young Russian Pole, who occasionally sat amongst the 
Germans at the Berne; and of him Vokt saw more than of 
anybody : in fact it was he who had superseded Kreisler in 
the position of influence as regards Vokt’s purse. But Sol- 
tyk did not borrow a hundred marks: his system was far 
more up to date. Ernst had experienced an unpleasant 
shock in coming into contact with Kreisler’s clumsy and 
slovenly money habits again. 

Physically Soltyk even bore, distantly and with polish, 
a resemblance to Kreisler. It was as though he had been 
compelled to imitate Kreisler all his life, but the material 
at his disposal being of an unsuitable texture, something 
rather different had resulted. His handsome face and ele- 
gance belied the suggestion. Still Kreisler and he disliked 
each other for obscure physiological reasons perhaps: in 
some ways Soltyk was his efficient and more accomplished 
counterpart. 
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‘Also wo steckt er eigentlich, unser wahrhaftlicher 
echter Germane? Ist wohl nicht hier gewesen?’ Soltyk 
would ask. 

‘He ’sin good company somewhere ! ’—Vokt revealed 
Kreisler as a lady’s man. This satisfied the hilarious pur- 
poses of Soltyk: the Russian Pole now made it his business 
to keep an eye on Vokt’s pocket while Kreisler was about ; 
he had not been long in noting the signs of the professional 
borrower, the most contemptible and slatternly member of 
the crook family. 

Louis Soltyk dealt in paintings and art-objects. In the 
first days of Kreisler’s arrival Ernst asked his new friend 
if he could not dispose of a painting by Kreisler. 

‘What. Does he paint?’ 

‘Why yes.’ 

‘What’s it like? I should like to see that! I should 
like to see the sort of paintings your friend Kreisler does ! ’ 

‘ Well, come round some day—.’ 

But Soltyk took Vokt by the lapel of the coat. 

‘Non! Sois pas béte! Here’ he pulled out a handful 
of money and chose a dollar piece. ‘ Here—give him this. 
You buy a picture—if it ’s a picture you want to buy—you 
buy a picture by Picasso, or—or—. Kreisler has nothing 
but Kretsler to offer. C’est peu !’ 


Ernst introduced Kreisler next to another sort of Paris 
compatriot: this time it was a large female contingent. 
He took him round to Fraulein Liepmann’s on her evening 
at home, when these ladies played the piano and met. 

Kreisler felt that he was a victim of strategy : he puffed 
and swore outside, he complained of their music, the coffee, 
their way of dressing. 

The Liepmann circle could have stood as a model for 
Tarr’s bourgeois-bohemians, stood for a group. For chief 
characteristic this particular bourgeois-bohemian circle 
had in the first plan the inseparability of its members. 
Should a man, joining them, wish to flirt with one particu- 
larly, he must flirt with all—flatter all, take all to the 
theatre, carry the umbrellas and the paint boxes, of all. 
Eventually, should he come to that, it is doubtful if a pro- 
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position of marriage could be made otherwise than before 
the assembled band. And marmage alone could wrench 
the woman chosen away from the clinging bunch, if it did 
succeed in doing that. 

Kreisler, despite his snorting, went again with Vokt : the 
feminine spell had taken effect. This gregarious female 
personality had shown such frank invitation to Vokt upon 
his arrival in Paris that, had any separate woman exhibited 
half as hospitable a front, he would have been very alarmed, 
As it was, yt had at first just fulfilled certain bourgeois 
requirements of his lonely german soul. 

Kreisler went a few weeks running to the Liepmann 
soirée : never finding Vokt there, he left off going as well. 
He felt he had been tricked and slighted. The ladies 
divmed what had happened: Fraulem Liepmann, the 
leader, put a spiteful little mark down to each of their 
names, 
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kK REISLER pocketed Ernst’s hundred-mark note and 
ade no further attempts upon the formerly hospi- 
table income of his friend, for he was a proud sponger: but 
debts began accumulating. Thereupon he made a dis- 
quieting discovery : he found he had suddenly grown timid 
with his creditors. The concierge literally frightened him : 
he conciliated the garcon at the Café, to whom he owed 
money : he even paid several debts that it was quite un- 
necessary to pay, in a moment of panic and discourage- 
ment. On one occasion this novel open-handedness caused 
him to spend a very disagreeable week until the next allow- 
ance arrived. This rapid deterioration of his will extended 
to his relations with his Café acquaintances: at the Berne he 
had lost his nerve in some way; on some evenings he would 
clown obsequiously, and depressed and slack the next, per- 
haps, resenting hiscompanions’ encores, would grow boorish. 
The next thing was that he gradually developed the habit 
of sitting alone: more often than not he would enter the Café 
and proceed to a table at the opposite side of the room to 
that at which his german acquaintances were sitting. 
Ridicule is focussed at about ten yards: the spectator is 
then without the sphere of average animal magnetism. 
For once it does not matter: but if persisted in it results 
without fail in a malicious growth of criticism at the ex- 
pense of the solitary. This process is perfectly automatic : 
those who keep to themselves awaken mirth as a cartwheel 
running along the road by itself would. With regard to 
the ‘lonely’ man people have the sensation that he is 
going about with some eccentric companion, namely him- 
self. Why did he choose this deaf and dumb companion ? 
What do they find tosay to each other? He is ludicrous as 
two men would be, who, perpetually in each other’s com- 
pany, were never seen to exchange a word—who dined 
together, went to theatre or Café in each other’s company, 
without ever looking at each other or speaking. 
So Kreisler became a lonely figure. It was a strange 
feeling: he must be quiet and not attract attention: in 
some way he was marked as though he had committed a 
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theft. Perhaps it was merely the worry of perpetual ‘ tick ’ 
beginning to tell. For the moment he would just put him- 
self aside, and see what happened, he seemed to have 
decided. He was afraid of himself too: always up till 
then immersed in that self, now for the first time he stood 
partly outside it. This slight divorce made him less sure 
in his touch in everything. A little less careful of his 
appearance, he went sluggishly about, smoking, reading the 
paper a great deal, working at the art school fairly often, 
playing billiards with an austrian cook whom he had picked 
up in a Café and who disappeared owing him seven francs. 

The inertia and phlegm, outward sign of depressing 
everyday Kreisler, had found somcone, when he had found 
Vokt, for whom they were a charm and something to bc 
envied. Kreisler’s imagination woke shortly after Vokt’s. 
It was as though the peasant, always regarding his life as 
the dullest affair, should be suddenly transformed by 
participating in some townsman’s romantic notions of the 
romance ofruralman. Kreisler’s moody wastefulness and 
futility had found a raison d’étre and meaning, almost. 

Vokt had been a compendious phenomenon in his life, 
although his cheery gold had attracted him to the more 
complete discovery. Vokt had ousted women, too, from 
Kreisler’s daily needs: he had become a superstition for 
his tall friend. 

On the other hand it was Kreisler’s deadness, his ab- 
solute lack of any reason to be confident and yet pericct 
aplomb, that mastered his companion. 

Ernst Vokt had remained for three desultory and dreamy 
years becalmed on this empty sea. Kreisler basked around 
him, never having to lift his waves and clash them together 
as formerly he had been forcel sometimes to do. There had 
been no appeals to life, all that was asked of him was to be his 
own static essence, the deader the better: Vokt had been the 
guarantor of his peace. And now the defection of Vokt was 
the omen of the sinking ship, the disappearance of the rat. 

The terms of this desertion, however, resembled in their 
indistinctness and taciturnity the terms of their com- 
panionship. Otto and Ernst had never arrived at terms 
of friendship. It had been only an epic acquaintanceship, 
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and Kreisler had taken him about as a parasite that he 
pretended not to notice. There was no question, there- 
fore, of a reproach at desertion. Ernst merely hopped off 
on to somebody else. At this Kreisler was more exasper- 
ated than at the defection of a friend, who could be fixed 
down and from whom at last an explanation must come. 
An unfair advantage had been taken of his hospitable 
nature: no man had a right to accompany you in that 
distant and paradoxical fashion, get all he could, make 
himself ideally useful, unless it were for life. 

Soltyk’s success he observed with an affectation of dis- 
tant mockery. Vokt’s loves were all husks, of illogical 
completeness. Off with the old and on with the new it was 
with him. Soltyk’s turn would come. 

A man appeared one day in the Berne who had known 
Kreisler in Munich. The story of Kreisler’s marrying his 
fiancée to his father thereupon became known : other com- 
plications were alleged in which Otto’s paternity played a 
part. The dot of the bride was another obscure matter. 

These backgrounds were revealed at a time when he had 
already become an aloof figure at the Café. He looked the 
sort of man, the party agreed, who would splice his sweet- 
heart with his papa, or reinforce his papa’s affairs with a 
dot he did not wish to pay for at last with his own person. 
The Berne was also informed that Kreisler had to keep 
seventeen children in Munich alone; that he only had to look 
at a woman for her to become pregnant. It was when the 
head of the column, the eldest of the seventeen, emerged into 
boyhood requiring instruction that Kreisler left for Rome. 
Since then a small society had been founded in Bavaria to 
care for Kreisler’s offspring throughout Germany. 

The picture of Otto as universal papa was the last straw, 
this misdirected and disordered animal capacity made him 
into a vast Magog of Carnival, an antediluvian puppet of 
fecundity for his compatriots. When he appeared that 
night everybody turned towards his historic figure with 
cries of welcome. But he took a seat in the passage-way 
leading to the Breau de Tabac. As their laughter struck 
him through his paper, he was unstrung enough to respond 
with visible annoyance. He frowned and puckered up his 
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spectacled eyes, and two flushed lines descended from his 
brows to his aw. On their way out one or two of his com- 
patriots greeted him. 

‘Sacré Otto vas! Why so angen’ You cut us. 
You are unkind !’ 

‘Hush! He has much to think about. You don’t 
understand what the cares of a—.’ 

‘Come, old Otto, a drmk! No? Why not? No! 
All night.’ 

He shook them off with a mixture of affected anger and 
authentic spitting oaths of vexed disgust He avoided 
their eyes, and spat blaspheming at his beer. For some 
days he gave the Berne a wide berth. 

* 

Kreisler then recovered. 

At first nothing much happened. He had just gone back 
agam into the midst of his machinery like a bone slipped 
into its place, with a soit click He became rather more 
firm with his creditors > he changed his rooms (moving to 
the Boulevard Krcutzberg), passed an occasional evening 
with the Germans at the Berne and started a portrait of 
Suzanne, who had becn sitting at the Academy. 

* How 1s Herr Vokt? Is he out of Paris?’ Fraulein Liep- 
mann asked him when they met. ‘Come round and see us.’ 

People’s actual or possible proceedings formed in very 
hard and fast mould in Kreisler’s mind, seen not with the 
flexible breadth of the realistic intelligence but through 
conventions of his suspicious irony. This solicitude as 
to Vokt he contrasted with their probable indifference as 
regards his impoverished shabby and impolite self. 

But he went round, his reception being insipid. He had 
shown no signs of animation or interest in them: both he 
and the ladies were rather doubtful as to why he came at 
all: no pleasure resulted on either side from these visits, 
yet they doggedly continued. A distinct and steady fall in 
the temperature could be observed : he sneered, as though 
the aimlessness of his visits were an insult that had at last 
been taken up. They would have been for ever discon- 
tinued except for a sudden necessity to reopen that 
channel] of bourgeois intercourse. 


Chapter 4 


Ox the first morning of his letter being overdue, a con- 
venient manner of counting, Otto rose late from a 
maze of shallow and sluggishly protracted dreams, and was 
soon dressed, wanting to get out of his room. As the clock 
struck one he slammed his door and descended the stairs 
alertly. The concierge, upon the threshold of her ‘ loge.’ 
peered up at him. 

‘Good morning Madame Leclerc, it ’s a fine day’ said 
Kreisler, in his heavy french, his direct and chilly gaze in- 
congruously brightened with a vivid smile. 

‘Monsieur has got up late this morning’ replied the 
concierge, with very faint amiability. 

* Yes, I have lost all sense of time. J’ai perdu le temps ! 
Ha! Ha!’ He grinned mysteriously. The watch had 
gone the way of the dress clothes some days already. 

* J'ai perdu ’ he gulped with mirth ‘ mon temps! ’ 

She followed him slowly along the passage. become ex- 
tremely grave. 

‘Qu’est-ce qu’il raconte? Il perd son temps? En 
effet!’ She chucked her head up and cocked her eye. 
‘ Quel original! quel genre!’ With a look of perplexed 
distrust she watched him down the street. His german 
good humour and sudden expansiveness was always a 
portentous thing to Madame Leclerc. Kreisler, still be- 
neath the eye of the concierge, with his rhythmic martial 
tread approached the restaurant. A few steps from the 
threshold he slowed down, dragging his long german boots, 
which acted as brakes. 

The Restaurant Vallet, like many of its neighbours, had 
been originally a clean tranquil little creamery, consisting 
of a small shop a few feet either way. Then one after 
another its customers had lost their reserve: they had 
asked, in addition to their daily glass of milk, for cétes de 
pré salé and similar massive nourishment, which the decent 
little business at first supplied with timid protest. But 
perpetual scenes of unbridled voracity, semesters of com- 
pliance with the most brutal appetites of man, gradually 
brought about a change in its character ; it became frankly 
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a place where the most full-blooded palate might be satis- 
fied. As trade grew the small business had burrowed 
backwards into the ramshackle house: bursting through 
walls and partitions, flinging down doors, it discovered 
many dingy rooms in the interior that it hurriedly packed 
with serried cohorts of eaters. It had driven out terrified 
families, had hemmed the apoplectic concierge in her ‘loge,’ 
it had broken out on to the court at the back in shed-like 
structures: and in the musty bowels of the house it had 
established a broiling luridly lighted roaring den, inhabited 
by a fierce band of slatternly savages. The chef’s wife sat 
at a desk immediately fronting the entrance door: when a 
diner had finished, adding up the bill himself upon a 
printed slip of paper, he paid at the desk on his way out. 

In the first room a tunnel-like and ill-lit recess furnished 
with a long table formed a cul-de-sac to the left : into this 
Kreisler passed. At the right-hand side the passage led to 
the inner rooms. 

Kreisler’s military morning suit, slashed with thick 
seams, carefully cut hair, short behind, a little florid and 
bunched on the top, his german high-crowned bowler hat 
and plain cane, were in distinguished contrast with the 
Charivari of the art-fashion and uniform of The Brush in 
those about him, chiefly students from the neighbouring 
art schools. 

He took up the bill-of-fare, stencilled in violet ink, and 
addressed himself to the task of interpreting its characters. 
Someone took the seat in front of him. He looked up, put 
down the card. A young woman was now sitting there, 
and she seemed waiting, as though Kreisler might be ex- 
pected, after a few moments’ intermission, to take up the 
menu again and go on reading it. 

‘Have you done with? May I—?’ 

At the sound of her voice he moved a little forward, and 
in handing it to her, spoke in german. 

‘Ich danke sehr’ she said, smiling with a german nod 
of racial recognition. 

He ordered his soup. Usually this meal passed in im- 
passible inspection of his neighbours when he was not read- 
ing the newspaper. Staring at and through the figure in 
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front of him, he spent several minutes. He seemed mak- 
ing up his mind. 

‘Monsieur est distrait aujourd’hui’ Jeanne said, who 
was waiting to take his order. 

Contrary to custom, he sought for some appetizing dish 
to change the routine. There were certain tracts of menu 
he never explored : his eye always guided him at once to 
the familiar place where the ‘ plat du jour’ was to be 
found, and the alternations of eggs in snow or chocolate 
custard following the plat du jour. He now plunged his 
eye down the long line of unfamiliar dishes. 

On Jeanne he fixed his eye with indecision too, as she 
stood politely smiling. (‘My vis-a-vis is pretty!’ he 
thought.) 

‘Lobster salad, mayonnaise and a pommes 4 lhuile 
Jeanne ’ he called out. 

The beauties of menu to which he had just awoken led 
him to survey his neighbour. She must be connected 
with lobster salad something told him, yet how did not 
seem obvious at first. He was surprised that such a very 
presentable girl should be sitting there. Unusually at- 
tractive people wander dangerously about in life just like 
ordinary folk it is true. It was in the nature of good luck 
that an exceptional specimen of his race should arrive there 
in front of him: good luck in the abstract, of course, for it 
could have no especial significance for him. But this man 
could never leave good luck alone: all his past proved it 
up to the hilt. 

He had already been examined by the attractive new- 
comer. Throwing a heavy far-away look into her eyes she 
let them wander over him. Afterwards she cast them 
down into her soup. As a pickpocket, after brisk work in 
a crowd, hurries home to examine his spoil, so she then 
assessed collectedly what her dreamy eyes had noted. 
Perhaps in her cloudy soup she beheld something of the 
storm and shock that inhabited her neighbour, for her face 
assumed a rather grave expression. 

Without interior preparation Kreisler found himself ad- 
dressing her, a little abashed when he suddenly heard his 
yoice and with an eerie sensation when it was answered, 
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‘From your hesitation in choosing your lunch, gnadiges 
Fraulein, I suppose you have not been long in Paris ? ’ 

‘No, I only arrived a week ago and can’t speak much 
French yet.’ She settled her elbows on the table for a 
moment. 

‘ Allow me to give you some idea of what the menu of 
this restaurant is like.’ This was like a lesson : he started 
ponderously. ‘At the head of each list you will find simple 
dishes ; elemental dishes, I might call them; this is the 
rough material from which the others are evolved. Each 
list is like a dervish performance: as it progresses it gets 
wilder and more confused : in the last dish you can be sure 
that the potatoes will taste like parsnips, and that the pork 
will have become a schnitzel of veal.’ 

‘So!’ laughed the young woman, with good german 
guttural. ‘I’m glad to say I have ordered dishes that 
head the list.’ 

Kreisler let fall a further heavy hint. 

‘Garlic is an enemy usually ambushed in gigot: that 
is its only quite certain haunt ! ’ 

‘Good. I will avoid gigot.’ Hlis facetiousness met 
with her indulgence, she drawled a little in sympathy. 
Between language and feeding Kreisler sought to gain the 
young lady’s confidence, adhering conventionally to the 
primitive order of creation. 

She wore a heavy black burnous, very voluminous and 
severe; a large ornamental bag was on the chair at her 
side, which one expected to contain herbs and trinkets, 
paraphernalia of the witch, rather than powder lip-stick 
and mere beauty secrets. Her hat was immense and 
sinuous ; generally her appearance implied an egotistic 
code of advanced order, full of insolent strategies. Beside 
her other women in the restaurant appeared dragged down 
and drained of vitality by their clothes, thought Kreisler, 
although she wore so much more than they did. Her large 
square-shouldered and powerful body swam in the fluidities 
of hers like a duck. 

When she laughed, this commotion was transmitted to 
her body as though sharp sonorous blows had been struck 
upon her mouth. Her lips were long hard bubbles risen in 
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the blond heavy pool of her face, ready to break, pitifully 
and gaily: grown forward with ape-like intensity, they 
refused no emotion noisy egress if it got so far. Her eyes 
were large stubborn and reflective, brown coming out of 
blondness : her head was an elegant bone-white egg in a 
tobacco-coloured nest. Personality was given off by her 
with alarming intensity ; it was an ostentation similar to 
diamonds and frocks mailed with sequins; Kreisler felt 
himself caught in the midst of a cascade, a hot cascade. 

Recognizing herself, it would seem, to be some sort of 
travelling circus, equipped with tricks and wonders, beauty 
shows and monstrosities, quite used to being looked at, she 
possessed the geniality of public characters and gossiped 
easily with Kreisler as though he were a strange loafer 
nothing more, without any consciousness of condescension. 

Just when most out of his depth, it was scarcely the 
moment for Kreisler to encounter all this: with the 
mellowness of sunset it melted and boomed in this small 
alcove infernally. 

By the fact of sex this figure seems to offer Otto a 
traditional substantiality : he clutches at it eagerly as at 
something familiar and unmetamorphosed—and somewhat 
unmetamorphosable—by Fate. In the first flush of famili- 
arity he revolves with certain skill in this new ‘ champs de 
manceuvres,’ executing one or two of his stock displays. 
He seems to make some headway. 

‘My name is Anastasya’” his neighbour informs him 
irrelevantly, as if she had stupidly forgotten, before, this 
little detail. 

Whew ! his poor ragged eyelashes flutter, a cloud of 
astonishment passes grotesquely over his face; like the 
clown of the piece, he looks as though he were about to 
rub his head, click his tongue and give his nearest man- 
neighbour an enthusiastic kick. ‘Anastasya!’ It will 
be * Tasy ’ soon ! 

Outwardly he becomes more solemn than ever, like an 
unworthy merchant who finds himself in the presence of 
a phenomenal dupe, and would in some way conceal his 
exhilaration. But he calls her carefully, at regular in- 
tervals, ‘ Anastasya.’ 
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‘I suppose you ’ve come here to work ?’ he asked. 

‘I don’t want to work any more than is absolutely 
necessary. I am overworked as it is, by living merely,’ 
He could well believe it; she must do some overtime ! 
But Life had been mentioned ; all was in the authentic 
german note, he felt more and more at home. ‘ If it were 
not for my excellent constitution—.’ 

This was evidently the moment to touch on some of the 
more ponderous of life’s burdens. Her expression was 
perfectly even and non-committal. 

‘ Ah, yes ’ he sighed heavily, one side of the menu rising 
gustily and relapsing. ‘ Life gives one work enough.’ 

She looked at him and reflected ‘What work does “‘ cet 
oiseau-la ” perform ?’ 

‘Have you many friends here, Anastasya ? ” 

‘None.’ 

She laughed with ostentatious satisfaction at his funni- 
ness. 

‘I came here as a matter of fact to be alone. I want to 
see only fresh people : that is being alone, isn’t it ? People 
become too real. After a time we give them our illusions, 
then they aretoo real. But I have had all the gusto and illu- 
sion I had lent all round steadily handed back to me where 
I come from: the result is that [am amazingly rich—I am 
lousily rich!’ She opened her eyes wide ; Kreisler pricked 
up his ears and wondered if this were to be taken in another 
sense : he cast down his eyes respectfully. ‘ Lousily rich ; 
I have the sort of feeling that I have enough to go all 
round. But perhaps I haven't!’ 

Kreisler lingered over her first observation :—‘ wanted 
to be alone.’ The indirect compliment conveyed (and he 
felt, when it was said, that he was somewhere near the 
frontier, surely, of a german confidence) was rather miti- 
gated by what followed: the ‘having enough to go all 
round,’ that was very universal and included him too 
easily in its sweep. That was a pity—but it was some- 
thing to go on with to be included. 

‘Do you want to go all round ?’ he asked, with heavy 
plagiarism of her accent, and best de profundis mask of 
suety insistence, almost clammy with its intensity. 
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‘I don’t want to be mean.’ 

His pulses gave a heavy hop: his eyes struggled with 
hers ; he was easily thrown. But she had the regulation 
feminine foible of charity, he reassured himself, by her 
answer. 

The one great optimism of Otto Kreisler was a belief in 
the efficacity of women. You did not deliberately go 
there—at least he usually did not—unless you were in 
straits, no: but there they were all the time—vast dump- 
ing-ground for sorrow and affliction—a world-dimensioned 
Pawn-shop, in which you could deposit not your dress suit 
or garments, but yourself, temporarily, in exchange for the 
gold of the human heart and any other gold that happened 
to be knocking about. Their hope consisted, no doubt, in 
the reasonable uncertainty as to whether you would ever 
be able to take yourself out again. Kreisler had got in and 
out again almost as many times as his ‘smokkin’ in 
another sphere. 

Womenkind were Kreisler’s Theatre, they were for him 
art and expression : the tragedies played there purged you 
periodically of the too violent accumulations of desperate 
life. There life’s burden of laughter as well might be 
exploded. Woman was a confirmed Schauspielerin, a play- 
actress it was his conviction, and to this he often gave 
trenchant utterance : but coming there for illusion he was 
willingly moved. Much might be remarked of a common 
nature between this honest german man and the drunken 
navvy on saturday night, coming home bellicosely towards 
his wife, blows raining gladly at the mere sight of her. 
Thus practically all the excitement and exertion he vio- 
lently needs may be obtained, without any of the sinister 
chances a more real encounter must present. The Missis 
is his little bit of unreality, his ration of play. He can 
declaim, be outrageous to the top of his bent and can be 
maudlin too—all conducted almost as he pleases, with 
none of the shocks of the real and too tragic world. 

In this manner ‘ woman ’ was the aesthetic element in 
Kreisler’s life. Love, too, always meant unhappy love for 
him, with its misunderstandings and wistful separations. 
From these encounters he emerged solemnly and all the 
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better for them however exacting in detail. He approached 
a love affair as the Korps-student engages in a student’s 
duel—no vital part exposed, but where something spiritu- 
ally of about the importance of a nose might be lost—at 
least stoically certain that blood would be drawn. 

A casual observer of the progress of Otto Kreisler’s life 
might have said that the chief events, the crises, consisted 
of his love-affairs—such as that unfortunate one with his 
present step-mother. But, in the light of a careful ana- 
lysis, this would have been an inversion of the truth. 
When the events of his life became too unwieldy or over- 
whelming, he converted them into love; as he might 
otherwise have done, had he possessed a specialized talent, 
into some art or other. He was a sculptor—a german 
sculptor of a mock-realistic and degenerate school—in the 
strange sweethearting of the ‘ free-life.’ 

The two or three women he had left in this way about 
the world—although perhaps those symbolic statues had 
grown rather characterless in Time’s weather and perhaps 
lumpish—were monuments of his perplexities. After weeks 
of growing estrangement, he would sever all relations sud- 
denly one day—usually on some indigestible epigram, that 
worried the poor girl for the rest of her days. Being no 
adept in the science of his heart, there remained a good deal 
of mystery for him about the appearance of *‘ Woman ’ in 
his life. What was she doing there, what did she want 
with him? She was always connected he felt with its 
important periods ; superstitiously he would tell himself 
that his existence was In some way implicated with ‘ das 
Weib.’ She was, in any case, for him, a stormy petrel. 
He would be killed by a woman, he sometimes thought. 
This superstition had flourished with him before he had yet 
found for it much raison d’étre. A rather serious duel 
having been decided upon in his early student days, this 
reflection * I am quite safe ; it is not thus that I shall die,’ 
had given him uncanny coolness. His opponent nearly 
got himself killed, because he, for his part, had no hard and 
fast theory about the sort of death in store for him. But 
Kreisler now felt that he might find release in some other 
manner. 
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This account, to be brought up to date, would have in 
any case to be modified on account of Vokt. No woman 
had come conspicuously to disturb him since Vokt’s arrival. 
But between this state enjoyed by him in association with 
Ernst—the least intense flowering of male friendship pos- 
sible, a distant and soothing companionship—and more 
serious states occurring, with Kreisler, invariably with 
woman, there was no possible foothold for him. Friend- 
ship usually dates from unformed years: but Love still 
remains in full swing long after Kreisler’s age at that time, 
a sort of spurious and intense friendship. Kreisler had 
however regarded both as extinct. Still the intensities of 
‘* Love ” it would have surprised him least of the two to see 
reappearing. 


An uncomfortable thing happened now : he realized all 
the possibilities of this chance acquaintanceship, plainly 
and cinematographically and was seized with panic. He 
must make a good impression. From that moment he ran 
the risk of doing the reverse, so unaccustomed was he to 
act with calculation. There he was like an individual who 
had gone nonchalantly into the presence of a prince but 
who—just in the middle of the audience, when he should 
have been getting over his first embarrassment—is over- 
come with a tardy confusion, the imagination in some 
way giving a jump. This is the phenomenon of the 
imagination, repressed and as it were slighted, revenging 
itself, 

Casting desperately about for means of handling the 
situation, he remembered she had spoken of getting a dog 
to guide her. What had she meant? However, he grasped 
at the dog: he could regain possession of himself in 
romantic stimulus of this figure. He would be her dog! 
Lie at her feet! He would fill with a merely animal 
warmth and vivacity the void that must exist in her spirit. 
His imagination, flattered, came in as ally: this, too, ex- 
empted him from the necessity of being victorious. All he 
asked was to be herdog! Only wished to impress her as a 
dog! Even if she did not feel much sympathy for him 
now, no matter : humbly he would follow her up, put him- 
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self at her disposition, not ask too much. It was a rile 
difficult to refuse him. 

The sense of security ensured him by the abjectness of 
this resolution caused him to regain his self-possession. 
Only it imposed the condition, naturally, of remaining a 
dog. Every time he felt his retiring humbleness giving 
place to another sensation, he experienced qualms afresh. 

‘Do you intend studying here Fraulein ? ’ he asked, with 
a new deference in his tone—hardly a canine whine, but the 
deep servient bass of the faithful St. Bernard. She seemed 
to have noticed this something that was novel already, 
and Kreisler on all fours evidently astonished her. 

* A year or two ago I escaped from a bourgeois household 
in an original manner. Shall I tell you about that Otto ? ’ 

Confidence for confidence, he had told Anastasya that he 
was Otto. 

‘ Please !’ he said, with reverent eagerness. 

‘Well, the bourgeois household was that of my father 
and mother, I got out of it in this way. I made myself 
such a nuisance to my family that they had to get rid of 
me.’ Otto flung himself back in his chair with dramatic 
incredulity. ‘It was quite simple. I began scribbling and 
scratching all over the place—on blotting-pads, the margins 
of newspapers, upon my father’s correspondence, the wall- 
paper. I inundated my home with troublesome images— 
it was like vermin ; my multitude of little figures swarmed 
everywhere! They simply had to get rid of me. I said 
nothing—I pretended that I was possessed! That ’s the 
way to treat them—when you have to deal with the bour- 

ols.’ 

Kreisler looked at her dully, smiling solemnly and rolling 
his head up and down, with something in fact of the 
misplaced and unaccountable pathos and protest of dogs 
(although still with a slavish wagging of the tail) at some 
pleasantry of the master. Her expansiveness, as it hap- 
pened, did embarrass him very much at this point : he was 
divided between his inclination to respond to it and mature 
their acquaintance out of hand, where everything appeared 
so promising, and his determination to be merely a dog. 
Her familiarity, if adopted in turn by him, might not be the 
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right thing; yet, as it was, he must appear to be holding 
back, he must seem ‘ reserved ’ in his mere humility. He 
was a very perplexed dog for some time. 

Smiling up at her with appealing pathos at intervals, he 
remained dumb: she wondered if he had indigestion or 
what. He undertook several desperate dog-like sorties : 
but she saw he was clearly in difficulties. As her lunch 
was finished, she called the waitress. Her bill was made 
out, Kreisler scowling at her all the while. Her attitude, 
suggesting ‘ Yes, you are funny, you know you are, I ’d 
better go, then you ’ll be better ’ was responded to by him 
with the same offended dignity as the drunken man dis- 
plays when his unsteadiness is remarked. Sulkily he repudi- 
ated the suggestion that there was anything amiss: then 
he grew angry with her. His nervousness was all her 
doing. All was lost: he was very near some violence. 
But when she stood up he was so impressed that he sat 
gaping after her. He remained cramped in his place until 
she had left the restaurant. 

He moved in his chair stiffly ; his limbs ached as though 
he had been sitting for his portrait. The analogy struck 
him: sitting for his portrait—that was what had been 
happening very likely. These people dining near him as 
though they had suddenly appeared out of the ground—it 
was embarrassing to find himself alone with them : he had 
not noticed that they were there all round him, overhearing 
and looking on. Anastasya—Otto !—it was as though he 
had been talking to himself and had just become aware of 
the fact: a tide of magnetism had flowed away, leaving 
him bare and stranded. 

Recovering his self-possession, Kreisler at once put a 
stop to this empty mental racket. Only a few minutes had 
passed since Anastasya’s departure : seizing hat and stick 
he hurried to the desk. Once outside he gave his glasses 
a new angle, stared up and down the boulevard in all 
directions. The tall figure he was pursuing was not there : 
he started off, partly at a run, in the likeliest direction. 
At the Berne corner, where several new vistas opened, 
there she was some distance down the Boulevard Vitelotte: 
she stood beneath the trees festooning the side-walk, at- 
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tending the passage of an oncoming tram to cross. Having 
seen so much, should he not go back ? There was nothing 
else to be done: to catch her up and force himself on her 
could have only one result, he thought. He might, per- 
haps, follow a little way : that already he was doing at a 
sluggish march-step. 

For some hundred yards they advanced, she a good 
distance ahead on the opposite pavement. Walking for 
a moment with his eyes on the ground, when he looked 
up he caught her head pivoting slowly round. She had 
seen him no doubt. He realized what was happening 
then. ‘ Here I am following Anastasya as though we were 
strangers : so I am putting the final touch to what I began 
in the restaurant: by following her in the street as though 
we had never spoken I am making a stranger of a person 
who has just been talking to me in a most friendly manner.’ 
He pulled up and frowned. Either he must catch her up 
at once or vanish. He headed up a side street and circled 
round to his starting-point brooding for a few moments on 
the sleepy pavement encompassing the Berne. 
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press towered bleakly in Kreisler’s mind hence- 
forth as an obstacle in his path, a sort of embodiment 
of optimism, totally unsought, but since she had been put 
there she must be dealt with. By all rights and according 
to the rules of the national temperament he should have 
committed suicide some weeks earlier: now so much a 
machine with the momentum of all this old blood and iron 
that was Otto Kreisler he must go on: but lo he had been 
held up by an obstruction. 

Probably his nature would have sought to fill up the 
wide shallow gap left by Ernst and earlier ties either by 
another Ernst or more likely a variety of matter: it would 
have been a temporary stopping only. Now a gold crown, 
regal person, had fallen upon the hollow. 

His little dog simile was veritably carried out in his 
scourings of the neighbourhood, in hope of crossing his lost 
mistress. But these ‘ courses’ gave no result: benignant 
apparition, his roughness had scared it away, and off the 
earth, for ever. He entered, even infested, all painting 
schools of the Quarter: rapidly he would give chase to 
distant equivocal figures in gardens and streets. Each 
rendered up its little quota of malignant hope, then pre- 
sented him with a face of monotonous strangeness. 

It was Saturday when Kreisler was found preparing to 
take his valise to the Mont-de-Piété. On the preceding 
evening he had paid one of his unaccountable calls on 
Fraulein Liepmann, the first for some time. He had a 
good reason for once. Her salon was the only place of 
comparatively public assembly in the Quarter he had not 
visited. Entering with his usual slight air of mystification 
he bent to kiss Fraulein Liepmann’s hand in a vaguely 
significant fashion. He prolonged his ceremonious kiss to 
emphasize the significance of this particular call. 

The blank indifference attending these calls on both 
sides was thus relieved : a vague curiosity was woken on 
one side, a little playful satisfaction on the other. Even 
this might have ripened into a sort of understanding. He 
did not follow up his advantage: after a half-hour of 
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musing upon the margin of a stream of conversation, and 
then music, suddenly he recognized something, a flotsam 
bobbing past. It had bobbed past before several times : 
but gradually he became aware of it. A dance at the Bon- 
nington Club, which was to take place the following even- 
ing, it was that that finally attracted his attention. Why 
was this familiar ?—Anastasya !—She had spoken of it: 
that was all he could remember. 

Would Anastasya be present at the dance at the Bon- 
nington Club—had she said she would be present? That 
he could not remember. At once, and as though he had 
come there to do so, he commenced fishing delicately in 
this same stream of tepid chatter for an invitation to the 
function. Fraulein Liepmann, the fish he particularly 
angled for, was backward : they did not seem to want him 
very much at the dance. Nevertheless, after the exertion 
of many powers seldom put forth in that salon, he secured 
the form, not the spirit, of an invitation. 

Kreisler saw, in his alarmed fancy, Anastasya becoming 
fused in this female group-soul: the energy and resource 
of the devil in person would be required to extricate her. 
She must be beaten back from this slough for the moment 
he needed. 

Was it too late to intercept her? He felt he might ac- 
complish it. The eyes of these ladies, so far dull with 
indifference, would open : he would stand forth as a being 
with a novel mysterious function where they were con- 
cerned. Vokt’s absence from the Liepmann reunions was 
due to that traitor’s not wishing to meet him: they must 
have observed that. Now the enigmatical and silent 
doggedness of his visits would seem explained. Would he 
not appear like some unwieldy deliberate parasite got on 
to their indivisible body? The invitation extracted, he 
made haste to go: if he stayed much longer, it might be 
overlaid with all sorts of offensive and effacing matter, and 
be hardly fit for use. A defiant and jeering look upon his 
departing face, he withdrew with an ‘ until to-morrow.’ 

It was at this point that the smokkin came into 
prominence. 
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MPOSSIBLE my poor old son! Five francs. Nota cent 

more! That ’s the outside !’ 

Suzanne stood at attention before him in the hall of the 
Mont-de-Piété : if before she had been inexorable she was 
now doubly so beneath the eyes of the authentic officials. 
The sight of these salaried usurers of the State combined 
with her half-official status of go-between and interpreter, 
urged her to an ape-like self-importance. With flushed 
and angry face, raised eyebrows, shocked at any further 
questioning of the verdict, she repeated : 

‘ Five francs; it’s the most.’ 

‘ No that ’s no good, give me the portmanteau ’ he ex- 
claimed. 

She gave it him in silence, eyebrows still raised, eyes 
fixed, staring with intelligent disapproval right in front of 
her. She did not look at her eminent compatriots behind 
the large counter: but her sagacious stare, lost in space, 
was meant to meet and fraternize with probable similar 
stares of theirs, lost in the same intelligent electrical void. 

Her face fixed in distended, rubicund, discontentedly 
resigned mask, she walked on beside him, the turkey-like 
backward-forward motion of the fat neck marking her 
ruffled state. Kreisler sat down on a bench of the Boule- 
vard Vitelotte, she beside him. 

‘Dis! Otto! couldn’t you have borrowed the rest ?’ 
she said at last. 

Kreisler was tired. He got up. 

‘No of course I couldn’t. I hate people who lend 
money as I hate pawnbrokers.’ 

Suzanne listened, with protesting grin. Her head 
nodded energetically. 

‘Eh bien! si tout le monde pensait comme toi— !’ 

He pushed his moustache up and frowned pathetically. 

‘Qu est Monsieur Vokt ?’ she asked. 

*Vokt ? Idon’t know. He has no money.’ 

‘Comment! Iln’apasd’argent? C’est pas vrai! Tu 
ne le vois pus ? ’ 

‘Good-bye.’ Kreislerleft Suzanneseated, staring after him. 
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The portmanteau dragged forward at his side, he strode 
past a distant figure. Suzanne saw him turn round and 
examine the stranger’s face. Then she lost sight of them 
round a corner of the Boulevard. 

‘Quel type!’ she exclaimed to herself, nearly as the 
concierge had done. 

In a little room situated behind the Rue de la Gaiété, 
Suzanne pulled open one of two drawers in her washstand, 
which contained a little bread, coffce, potatoes, and a piece 
of cold cod: She spread out a sheet of the Petit Parisien 
beside the basin. Having peeled the potatoes and put 
them on the gas, she took off those outdoor things that just 
enabled her to impart a turkey-like movement to her 
person. Then, dumpy, in a salmon-check petticoat, her 
calves bowed backwards and her stomach thrust out, she 
stood moodily at the window. In the Midi at present, a 
substantial traveller in pharmaceutical goods, who had en- 
joyed her earliest transports in the days when she worked 
at Arras, sent her a few francs at irregular intervals. 

This rueful spot, struck in image of this elementary dross 
of humanity, was Kreisler’s occasional haunt. Cell of the 
unwieldy tragic brain of the city, alongside a million other 
similar cells, representing the overwhelming uniform force 
of brooding in that brain, it attracted him like a desert or 
ocean. 

He would listen solemnly like a great judge to Suzanne’s 
perpetual complaints, sitting upon the edge of her bed, hat 
on head. She was so humble, with such pretensions : her 
imagination was arrogant and constantly querulous. The 
form her recriminations took was always that of lies ; 
needless dismal falsehoods. She could not grumble with- 
out inventing and she never ceased to grumble. This, 
then, was one of Kreisler’s dwellings. He lived at large : 
some of his rooms, such as this, the Café Berne and Juan 
Soler’s School of Art, he shared with others. On very 
troubled days his body, like the finger of a weather-glass, 
would move erratically. When found in Suzanne’s room it 
might be taken as an indication of an unsettled state. A 
tendency to remain at home, on the contrary, denoted 
mostly a state of equilibrium, 
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f be portmanteau fell under the bed; his body crushed 
into the red balloon of down. Kreisler never sat upon 
his bed except when about to get into it : for another man 
it would have replaced the absent arm-chair, but in those 
moments of depression in which he resorted to it he always 
immediately sank into a still deeper melancholy, except of 
course at night, when he seldom failed to sleep. Head 
between hands emerging from the blood-red billow, he now 
stared at the floor. Four hours! Five hours! He must 
raise that paltry sum. He could not attend the party if 
he did not raise that paltry sum. That paltry sum! He 
frowned in his hands. But how could, the devil take it, 
the necessary be come by—in the time, in the time ? 

‘Small as it is, I shan’t get it’ he thought and began 
repeating this stupidly and stuck at the word ‘ shan’t.’ 
Brain and mouth in a sluggish tangle, he stuttered thickly 
in his mind. He sprang up a blustering dishevelled mass, 
but the slovenly hopeless quality of the bed clung to him. 
This was a frivolous demonstration. He wandered to the 
window in a sulky apathy, his nose flattened against the 
pane, conscious of his compressed putty-grey mask, he let 
his gaze stream out into space. Ah, the Mensch, the 
Mensch! What was that, the Mensch ? 

The sudden quiet and idleness of his personality was an 
awakening after the little nightmare of Suzanne. But it 
was not a refreshing one at all. 

That portmanteau was a disillusion: it had always 
received certain consideration, as being, next the dress 
suit, the most dependable article among those beneath his 
sway—to come to his aid if their common existence were 
threatened. With disgust he had cast it beneath the bed, 
and now observing its strap, he reflected that he and all 
his goods were rubbish for the gutters. 

He sauntered from the window to the bed and back. 
Whenever he liked, in a sense, he could open the door and 
go out; but still, until then (and when would he like ?) he 
was a poor prisoner. Outside the Mensch took some 
strength and importance from others: but truly, in here, 
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he could be said to touch bottom and to realize what the 
Kreisler-self was, with four walls round it. 

The thought of once more going over to the window and 
gazing down upon the street beneath made him draw back 
his chair : he sat midway in the room, looking steadily out 
at the depressing fleece of the stationary clouds, dusty city 
clouds a little yellow in the joints. 

Comrades at the painting school, nodding acquaintances, 
even waiters and waitresses, were once more run through : 
but betwéen them this unworthy crowd did not muster, 
even from the most optimistic angle, a solitary franc. 

Perhaps Anastasya had left Paris? At regular inter- 
vals he thought of that: this solution had only made his 
activity during the last few days more pointless and 
mechanical, it converted it into the pursuit of a shadow. 

A quarter of an hour had passed: through a series of 
difficult clockwork-like actions, he had got once more to 
Vallet’s to have lunch. With disgust he took what had been 
latterly his usual seat, at the table in the recess; it was the 
one place, he was sure, in which Anastasya would never be 
discovered again, wherever else she might be encountered. 

Lunch passed in a dull munching. Got to the coffee, he 
caught sight of Lowndes. 

‘Hi! Master Lowndes !’ he called out—always assum- 
ing great bluffness and brutality, as he called it, with 
english people. ‘ How do you do sir!’ 

The moment his eye had fallen upon Master Lowndes, 
the probable national opulence of this acquaintance had 
occurred to him as a tantalizing fact. All the wealth of 
the Indies festered in the pockets of this Englishman. No 
gross decision could be come to in that moment. Lowndes 
was called to be kept there a little bit, while he turned 
things over in his mind and settled the moment and mode 
of the Angriff. Their acquaintance, such as it was, throve 
on national antithesis, There was not much in that: but 
you never knew. He had never tapped an Englishman. 
Ah! A good start ! 

Lowndes had finished his own lunch, and was just going 
off. At the sight of the German he grinned : he had almost 
forgotten his idea in coming to the Restaurant, that of 
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seeing just this acquaintance. Swaying from side to side 
on his two superlatively elastic calves, he sat down op- 
posite the good Otto, who leered back, blinking. 

Lowndes spoke german fairly well, so they used that, 
after a little flourish of english. 

‘Well, what have you been doing? Working ?’ 

‘No’ replied Kreisler truthfully. Then he added: ‘I’m 
giving up painting and becoming a business man. My 
father has offered me a position ! ’ 

Lowndes smiled correctly, not suspecting that this state- 
ment had any sentimental weight beyond what it purported 
to tell. 

‘ Have you seen Douglas?’ This was a friend, through 
whom they had known each other in Italy. 

Why should this fellow lend him thirty francs ? Why 
should he not? Kreisler’s new type of touchiness began 
to operate. The grin he was looking at would not be there 
were this person conscious of Otto’s designs. Why should 
it? But oh that offensive prosperity of the English, the 
smugness of their middleclassishness, the wonderbearing 
Schweinerei of their shopkeepingness! Pfut! 

Kreisler pictured the change that would come over this 
face when he popped the question. Anger and humilia- 
tion at the imagined expression overcame him. The man 
was an enemy: had they been in a quiet place he would 
have knocked him on the head and taken his money. 

The complacent health and humoristic phlegm with 
which this kind grinned and perambulated through life 
charged Kreisler with the contempt natural to his more 
stiff education. He saw behind Lowndes the long line of 
all the Englishmen he had ever known. ‘ Useless swine !’ 
he thought. ‘So cheerful over his average middlingness 
and mean as a peasant I bet !’ 

* Oh I was asked for my opinion on a certain matter this 
morning: someone asked what I thought of german 
women—! ! ’ 

‘What reply did you make Mr. Lowndes ? ’ 

‘I didn’t know what to say. I was really stumped. I 
suggested that my friend should come along and get your 
opinion,’ 


PART IT 107 


‘ My opinion as an expert—do I understand you? My 
fees as an expert are fairly considerable. I charge thirty 
francs a consultation ! ’ 

‘I’m sure he ’d have paid that ’ Lowndes laughed with 
innocence. Kreisler surveyed him unsympathetically. 

‘ What, then, is your opinion of our excellent females ? ’. 
he asked. 

‘Oh [have no opinion. I admire your ladies, especially 
the pure Prussians—.’ 

Kreisler was thinking—If I borrow it there must be 
some time mentioned for paying back—next week say, 
next week. Where? More likely to lend if he knew 
where. He must have my address. 

‘Come and see me—some time.’ Kreisler blinked. 
‘ Eighty-eight Boulevard Kreutzberg, fourth floor. It’s 
beside the Restaurant, just here. You see? Up there.’ 

*T will. I looked you up at your old address a month 
orsoago. Where wasthat? They said they didn’t know 
where you ’d gone.’ 

Kreisler stared at him very fixedly. The old address 
reminded him of several little debts. On that account he 
had not told the concierge where he was going. The con- 
cierge would complain of her old tenant. Even Lowndes 
might have been shown derelict tradesmen’s bills. Not 
much encouragement for his proposed victim! Na! 

Lowndes was writing on @ piece of paper. 

‘ There ’s my address, Rue des Quatre Années.’ 

Kreisler inspected it fussily and said over—‘ cing, rue 
des Quatre Années. Lowndes—.’ He hesitated and 
then repeated the name. 

*R. W.—Robert Wooton. Here, I'll write it down for 

ou.’ 
a Are you in a hurry ? Come and have a drink at the 
Berne ’ suggested Kreisler. He made up his bill hurriedly. 

On the way Lowndes continued a discourse. 

‘ A novelist I knew told me he changed the names of the 
characters in a book several times in the course of writing 
it. It freshens them up, according to him; he said that 
the majority of people were killed by their names.’ 

‘Killed, yes.’ Kreisler nodded. 
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‘I think a name is a man’s soul.’ 

‘Which ? I don’t understand you.’ 

Kreisler forged ahead, rhythmically and sullenly. 

* If we had numbers, for instance, instead of names, who 
would take the number thirteen ? ’ 

‘I’ said Kreisler. 

* Would you ?’ 

Every minute Kreisler delayed popping the question 
increased the difficulty because his energy was giving out. 
Everything depended upon the first shot. It was hit or 
miss. Your voice had to be so modulated—but he yawned 
nervously. They were now sitting on the terrace at the 
Berne. An immense personal neurasthenia had grown up 
round this simple habit. Borrowing was no longer what 
it had been! Why Herrgott could he not take! Why 
petition ? He knew that if Lowndes refused he would 
break out, there would be a scene—he nearly did so as it 
was.—With disgust and fatigue he lay back in his chair, 
paying no attention to what Master Bob Wooton was say- 
ing. His mind was made up: he would not proceed with 
his designs on this dirty pocket. He became rough and 
monosyllabic. He wished to purify himself in rudeness, 
and wash out the traces of his earlier civility. 

Lowndes had been looking at a newspaper. He put it 
down and said he must go back to ‘ work *: his ‘ morning ’ 
had of course been interrupted by Tarr. 

Kreisler as he looked doggedly up still saw the expression 
on the Englishman’s face that he had prefigured as he had 
prepared to pop the question. Pfur! he with difficulty 
curbed the desire to spit init. The nearness they had been 
to this demand must have affected, he thought, even his 
thickhided Tor of a companion. He had asked and been 
refused to all intents and purposes. He got up, left 
Lowndes standing there, and went into the lavatory of the 
Café. There he spat and spat and spat. Afterwards he 
had a hand-wash, and brushed his prickly scalp with 
vigour. That was good, that was good. 


*x 
He returned to the Café table: there was no sign of the 
Englishman. He had gone off bad luck to him! As well 
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for him! Now he could finish his drink in peace, deciding 
what the next move should be. 

Various pursuits suggested themselves. Might he not 
go and offer himself as model at some big private studios 
near the Observatoire ? A week’s money might be ad- 
vanced him. He would dress as a woman and waylay 
somebody or other on the lonely Boulevards in the early 
hours: it was often done. He would crouch down and 
have a big hat. He might steal some money anyway. 
Vokt was the last : he came just after murder. He would 
go to Ernst Vokt—Enrnst with his little obstinate resolve in 
the obscurity of his mind no longer to be Kreisler’s acquaint- 
ance. The perfectly exasperating thing that this obstin- 
acy was in that weak character, something that was out of 
place to the nth degree! In people of weak character— 
what an offence! They have no right to resoluteness, does 
not tenacity make them look more weak and mean than 
the strong can bear? The submissive Vokt had broken 
away, somewhere he was posing as a stranger. This pro- 
ceeding was indecent—pfut! And again pfut! 

The massive wrinkled brow of this ‘ thinking’ Mensch 
exhibited the big-dog pathos of his heavily-thinking ger- 
man kind, as he sat and experienced this classic disgust, of 
a spirit against another with whom he has mingled, but 
which other suddenly covers and decks itself, wishing to 
regain its strangeness. It was as a protest against this 
strangeness that he uttered his customary pfus/ A strange 
being suddenly baring itself provokes our pfuis / and the 
opposite operation has the same effect. Then the imagi- 
nation wakes and the eye sees best: it is the classical 
situation when friendship cools and the friend becomes a 
stranger. His irritated eye fixed upon this transforma- 
tion, Kreisler watched, through fancy’s telescope, the 
distant and ill-omened haste of the departing rat: when 
suddenly he no longer, so it seemed, had need of his far-glass, 
forthe naked eye struck, from where he sat beneath theCafé 
awning, the familiar back of the object of his thoughts. 
There was the Vokt-back—surely it must be his !—disap- 
pearing round a corer, as though trying to avoid a meeting. 

The blood rushed into his head with force, his body 


110 TARR 


started, to spring forward in pursuit of this unsociable 
shape. Rushing words of insult were spawned on his strug- 
gling silent lips, he fidgeted in a sort of static fit, gazing 
blankly at the spot where he had seen the figure. That it 
was no longer there galled him beyond measure : it was 
as though he had considered Ernst as in duty bound 
to remain at the corner, immobile, his back towards him, a 
visible target and food for his anger. He made a sign to 
the waiter, to indicate that his drink would go into his 
‘tick ’ account, the waiter nodding shortly without mov- 
ing: he then at full steam headed for Vokt’s house—the 
direction also that the back had taken—resolved to force 
something out of him. 

Kreisler, letting instinct guide his steps, took the wrong 
turning, following in fact his customary morning track. 
Suddenly he found himself some distance beyond Vokt’s 
street, near Juan Soler’s Academy. He gazed down it 
towards the Atelier, then took off his glasses and began 
carefully wiping them. While doing this he heard words 
of greeting and found Vokt at his elbow. 

‘Hallo! You look rather hot. You nearly knocked 
me over a minute ago in your haste’ Ernst was saying. 

Kreislerjumped—as the bravest might, if, having stoutly 
confronted an apparition, it suddenly became a man of 
flesh and blood. Had his glasses been firmly planted on 
his nose things might have gone differently. He frowned 
vacantly at his disaffected chum and went on rubbing them. 

Vokt saw something was wrong. To ‘ have it out’ and 
have done with it would perhaps be best, but he was sluggish. 

‘It’s dreadfully hot !’ he said uneasily, looking round 
as though examining the heat. He stepped up on to the 
pavement out of the way of a horse-meat chariot. The 
large panelled conveyance, full of outlandish red carcases 
of large draught horses, went rushing down the street, bear- 
ing with it an area of twenty yards of deafness. This 
explosion of sound had a pacifying effect upon Kreisler ; it 
made him smile for some reason or other: and Vokt went on: 

‘I don’t know whether I told you about my show.’ 

‘ What show ?’ asked Kreisler rudely. 

‘In Berlin you know. It has not gone badly. Our 
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compatriots improve—. I believe we ’re an artistic nation 
—what do you thnk? No? I’ve got a commission to 
paint the Baroness Wort-Schrenck. What have you been 
doing lately ?’ There was a refractory pause. ‘I ’ve in- 
tended coming round to see you: but I’ve been sticking at 
home working. Have you been round at the Berne—? ’ 

He spoke rapidly and confidentially, as though they had 
been two breathless stockbrokers meeting in the street at 
the busiest period of the day compressing into a few 
minutes, hetween two handshakes, a lot of domestic news. 
He sought to combine conviction that he was very anxious 
to tell Kreisler all about himself, and (by his hurried air) 
paralysis of the other’s desire to have an explanation. 

*I am glad you are going to paint the Baroness Wort- 
Schrenck. I congratulate you Mr. Vokt! Iam ina hurry. 
Good day.’ 

Kreisler turned and walked towards the Juan Soler 
Academy. For no reason, except that it was impossible, 
he could not get money from Vokt : it was as though that 
money would not be real money at all. Supposing he got 
some money from him ; the first place he tried to pass it, 
the man would say: ‘ This is not money.’—As for taking 
him to task, his red correct face made it quite out of the 
question ; it had suddenly become a lesson and exercise that 
it would be ridiculous to repeat. He was not a schoolboy. 

Vokt walked away ruffled: he was mortified now be- 
cause, through apprehension of a scene, he had been so 
friendly. The old Otto had scored : he, Vokt, had humili- 
ated himself needlessly, for it was evident Kreisler’s manner 
had been misinterpreted by him, there had after all been no 
danger, since he had gone off so quickly of his own accord. 

Kreisler had not intended going to Soler’s that day ; yet 
there he was, presumably got there now to avoid Ernst 
Vokt. Pfui—noch einmal! with astonishment he saw him- 
self starting up from the Berne a quarter of an hour before, 
steaming away in pursuit of that skulking truant—impetus 
of angry thought carrying him far beyond his destination ; 
when lo and behold (oh irony of the Schicksal!) Vokt 
comes along pat and runs him into the painting school ! 
He compared himself to one of those little nursery locomo- 
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tives that go straight ahead without stopping; that any- 
one can take up and send puffing away in the opposite 
direction. Humouring this fancy he entered the studio 
with the gaze a man might wear who had fallen through a 
ceiling and found himself in a strange apartment in the 
midst of a family circle. The irresponsible, the resigned 
and listless air signified whimsical expectancy. He was a 
thing, scarcely any longer a Mensch,—though if given a 
good push he could show what he was made of! Some 
other figure would now rise up no doubt and turn him 
streetwards again? He waited. 

He was confronted by a fellow statue. A member of the 
race which has learnt to sleep standing up ‘ posed ’ upon 
the throne. He had suddenly come amongst brothers : he 
was as torpid as the Model was, as indifferent as these 
mechanical students. The clock struck. With a glance 
at the Massier, the Model slowly and rhythmically aban- 
doned her rigid attitude, coming to life as living statues do 
in ballets ; she reached stiffly for her chemise. The dozen 
other figures, who had been slowly pulsing—advancing or 
retreating, suspended around her mustard red body—now 
with laboured movements dispersed, relapsing aimlessly 
here and there, chiefly against walls. 

He had been considering a fat hill of flesh, and especially 
a parting carried half way down the back of the skull. 
Why should not its owner, and gardener, he had reflected, 
continue it the entire distance down, dividing his head in 
half with a line of white scalp ? This person now turned 
upon him sudden, unsurprised, placid eyes. Had he eyes 
as well as a parting, at the back of his head ?_ He was on 
the point of enquiring whether that parting should or 
should not be gone on with till it reached the neck. 

Three had struck. He left and returned to the Berne 
neighbourhood, by the same and most roundabout route, as 
though to efface in some way his previous foolish journey. 

Every three or four hours vague hope recurred of the 
delayed letter, like hunger recurring at the hour of meals. 
He went up to the loge of his house and knocked. 

‘Ti n’y a rien pour vous! ’ 

Four hours remained : the german party was to meet at 
Fraulein Liepmann’s after dinner. 


Chapter 9 


On. compatriots at the Café were sober and thought- 
ful, with some discipline in their idleness: their 
monthly monies flowed and ebbed, it was to be supposed, 
small regular tides frothing monotonously in the form of 
beer and glasses of cheap sekt. This rather desolate place 
of chatter newspapers and airy speculative art-business 
had the charm of absence of gusto, of water-lilies, of the 
effete lotus. 

Kreisler was purer german, of the true antiquated grain. 
He had experienced suddenly home-sickness, not for 
Germany, exactly, but for the romantic stiff ideals of the 
german student of his generation. It was a home-sickness 
for his early self: like the knack of riding a bicycle or 
anything learnt in youth, this character was easily resumed. 
Gradually he was discovering the foundations of his person- 
ality: many previous moods and phases of his nature 
were mounting to the surface, now into a conscious light. 

Arrived in front of the Berne, he stood for fifteen 
minutes looking up and down the street, at the pavement, 
his watch, the passers-by. Then he chose the billiard-room 
door to avoid the principal one, whereby he usually entered. 
All the familiar ugliness of this essential establishment he 
hated with methodic deliberate hatred ; taking things one 
by one as it were, persons and objects, he hated powerfully. 
The gargon’s spasmodic running about was like a gnat’s 
energy above stagnation. The garcon was his enemy. 

Passing from the billiard-room to a gangway with several 
tables, his dull grey eye fell upon something it did not 
understand. How could it be expected to understand ? 
It was an eye, and it stuck—it blinked—it trembled. It 
signalled : the gland shot a tear into it. It clouded. It was 
simple though : it was amazed and did not understand. 

ANASTASYA. 

Stolid surprise and some sort of bovine calculation was 
all that could be detected upon his face. 

Set in the heart of this ennui, it arrested the mind like 
a brick wall some carter drowsed upon his waggon: stop- 
ping dead, Kreisler stupidly stared. 
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Anastasya was sitting there: she was seated beside 
Soltyk. Undoubtedly! Soltyk! 

Kreisler seemed about to speak to them—they were at 
least under that impression : quite naturally he was about 
to do this, like a child surprised. As though in intense 
abstraction, he fixed his eyes on them: then he took a 
step towards them, possibly with the idea of sitting down 
at their side. But consciousness set in, with a tropic tide 
of rage, and carried him at a brisk pace towards the door, 
corresponding to the billiard-room door, on the other side of 
the establishment. Yet in the midst of this he instinctively 
raised his hat a little, his eyes fixed now upon his feet. 

He was in a great hurry to get past this couple : and this 
could not be done without discovering two inches of the 
scalp for a moment: so as an impatient man in a crush, 
wishing to pass, pushes another aside, raising his hat at the 
same time to have the right to be rude, he passed saluting. 

Same table on terrace as an hour before. But Kreisler 
seemed squatting on air, or upon one of those gyrating 
platforms in the Fétes. 

The garcon, with a femininely pink, virile face, which, 
in a spirit of fun he kept constantly wooden and dour— 
except when, having taken the order, he winked or smiled 
—came up hastily. 

* Was wiinschen Sie?’ he asked, wiping the table with a 
serviette. He had learned a few words of german. Sup- 
posing Kreisler rather a touchy man he always attempted 
to put him at his ease, as the running of bills was profitable. 
He had confidence in this client, and hoped the bill would 
assume considerable proportions. 

Kreisler’s thoughts dashed and stunned themselves 
against this wooden waiter. His mind stood stock-still for 
several minutes: the pink wooden face paralysed everything. 
As its owner thought the young gentleman was having a joke 
with him, it became still more humorously wooden. The 
more expressionless it became, the more paralysed grew 
Kreisler’s intelligence. He stared at him more and more 
oddly, till the garcon was forced to give up. 

As he had appeared to walk deliberately with hot inten- 
tion to his seat, so he seemed gazing deliberately at the 
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waiter and choosing his drink: then the dam gave way. 
He hated this familiar face; his thought smashed and 
buffeted it: such commercial modicum of astute good 
nature was too much! It was kindness that only equili- 
brium could ignore. The expression of his own face 
became distorted : the garcon fixed him with his eye and 
took a step back, with dog-like doubt, behind the next 
table—what was up with this strange Bosche now? Oh 
la la! 

Anastasya had smiled ina very encouraging way as Otto 
passed. But this had offended him extremely. Anastasya- 
Soltyk : Soltyk-Anastasya: that was a bad coupling! 
His sense of persecution seized him in a frenzy of suspicion. 
This had done it! Soltyk, who had got hold of Vokt, 
and was the something that had interfered between that 
borrowable quantity and himself, occupied in his life now 
a position not dissimilar to his stepmother. Vokt and his 
father, who had kept him suspended in idleness, and who 
now both were withdrawing or had withdrawn like dimin- 
ishing jets of water, did not attract the full force of his 
indolent tragic anger. Behind Ernst and his parent stood 
Soltyk and his stepmother. 

That lonely ego, in Otto’s case so overworked, might at 
this point have said, if afforded that relief: ° Hell take that 
little beast Ernst ! I come to Paris, I am ashamed to say, 
partly for him : but the little swine-dog has given me the 
go-by, may his bones rot! I don’t like that swine-dog 
Soltyk ! He’s a sneaking russian rascal!’ It would not 
have said more frankly ‘I’ve lost the access to Ernst’s 
pocket. The pig-dog Soltyk is sitting there ! ’ 

Anastasya now provided him with an acceptable plat- 
form from which his vexation might spring at Soltyk. 
‘Das Weib’ was there. All was in order for unbounded 
inflammation. 

He wanted to bury his fear in her hot hair, that devilish 
siren—their hair was always hot, so were their lips: her 
lips must be kissed as he had never kissed any Weib’s : 
he must tread her woman-body in a masterful rutting de- 
bauch, and of course subsequently spurn it having used it. 
But what would Soltyk be doing about it? He had met 
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her alone, that was all right and not impossible within a 
world made by their solitary meeting: he had lived with 
her instinctively in this solitary world since then. It was 
quite changed at present. Soltyk had got intoit. Soltyk, 
by implication, brought a host of other people, even if it 
did not mean that he was a definite rival there himself. 
What would he be saying to her now? Sneers and grins 
filled space, directed at himself—more than ten thousand 
men could have discharged. His ears grew hot at the 
massed offence. His stepmother-fiancée! he knew that 
story was current. But anything that would conceivably 
prejudice the beautiful stranger against him, he accepted 
as already retailed. There he sat, like a coward : he was 
enraged at their distant insulting equanimity. 

A breath of violent excitement struck him, coming from 
within : he stirred dully beneath it. She was there, he 
had only put a thin partition between them. His heart 
beat slowly and ponderously. ‘Qn hearing what the 
swine Soltyk has to say, she will remember my conduct in 
the restaurant and my appearance, she will make it all 
fit in. But it does fit in! What tricks I have played ! 
Anything I did now would only be filling out the figure my 
ass-tricks have cut for her! ’ 

He was as conscious of the interior, which he could not see 
from his place upon the street, as though, passing through, 
he had just found the walls, tables, chairs, painted bright 
scarlet. He felt he had left a wake of seething agitation in 
his passage of the Café. Passing the two people inside 
there had been the affair of a moment: it was not yet 
grasped ; this experience apparently of the past was still 
going on: the senses’ picture even was not yet complete. 
New facts, important details, were added every moment. 
He was still passing Anastasya and Soltyk. He sat on, 
trembling, at the door. There were other exits. She 
might be gone.—But he forgot about them, his turmoil 
suddenly drifting away from the exciting source. 

He thought of the frac : a colossal relief announced itself 
and swept him into bliss. How he had pestered himself 
about the pawned suit! Fate had directed him there to 
the Café to save him the trouble of further racking of 
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brains and expense of shoe-leather. Should he leave Paris ? 
At that idea he grew mutinous. Its occurrence filled him 
with suspicions. 

The fit was over ; he was eyeing himself obliquely in the 
looking-glass behind his head. 

He almost jumped away at two voices beside him, and 
the thrilling sound of the proverbial petticoat : it was as 
though someone had spoken with his own voice, it did not 
appear related to anything visible. He felt they were 
coming to speak to him—just as they had supposed that 
he was about to speak to them. The nerves on that sidc 
of his head twitched as though shrinking from a touch. 

They were crossing the terrace to the street. His heart 
beat a slow march now. The image in the wear and tear 
of his recent conflicts had become somewhat used and in- 
animate. The Reality, in its lightning correction of this, 
dug into his mind. There once more the real figure had 
its separate and foreign life. He was disagreeably struck 
by a certain air of depression and cheerlessness in the two 
persons before him. This one thing that should have been 
pleasant, displeased him : he was angry as though she had 
been shamming melancholy. 

They were not talking—the best proof of familiarity. A 
strange figure occurred to him ; he felt he was a man with 
every organ—bone—tissue complete, but made of cheap 
perishable stuff, who could only live for a day and then die 
of use. 

Now a reality under his nose, Anastasya had, in coming 
to life, drawn out all his energy, like a distinct being 
nourished by him : whereas the image, intact in his mind, 
had returned him more or less the vigour spent. Her list- 
lessness seemed a complement of the weakness he now felt : 
energy was ebbing away from both. 

He sent a bloodshot stare after them: then he got up 
and began walking after her. Soltyk, on hearing steps, 
turned round: but hemade no remark, he took Anastasya’s 
arm, they crossed the street and got into a passing tram. 
Kreisler went back to the Café. 

It was like returning to some hall where there had been 
a banquet, to find empty chairs, empty bottles, dirt and 
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disorder. The vacant seats around seemed to have been 
lately vacated. Then there was the sensation of being 
left high and dry—of the withdrawal of a fluid medium. 
The Café Berne was a solitary place. Everything began 
to thrust itself upon him—the people, insignificant in- 
cidents, as though this indifferent life of facts, in the 
vanishing of the life of the imagination, had now become 
important, being the only thing left. Common Life seemed 
rushing in and claiming him, to emphasize his defeat, and 
the new condition this inaugurated. 

He went to Vallet’s for dinner. During the whole day 
he had been in feverish hurry, constantly seeing time 
narrowing in upon him: now he had a sensation of in- 
tolerable leisure. The first glee at the absence of pressure 
had entirely passed. 

The useless ennui of his life presented itself to him for 
the thousandth time, but now with a chilly clearness. It 
was a very obvious fact indeed, it had waited with great 
calm: now it said: ‘ As soon as you can give me your 
attention—well, what are you going to do with me?’ 
Sooner or later he must marry and settle down with this 
stony fact and multiply its image: things had gone too 
far: the fact pointed that out and he did not demur. 

And how about his father, what was that letter going 
to contain? Mr. Kreisler senior had got a certain amount 
of pleasure out of him: the little Otto had satisfied in him 
in turn the desire of possession (that objects such as your 
watch, your house, which could equally well belong to 
anybody, do not satisfy), of authority (that servants do 
not satisfy), of self-complacency (that self does not)—he 
had been to him, later, a kind of living cinematograph and 
Reisebuch combined; and, finally, he had inadvertently 
lured with his youth a handsome young woman into the 
paternal net. There was no further satisfaction that he 
now could ever be expected to procure to this satiated 
parent. Henceforth he must be a source only of irritation 
and expense. 

Dinner completed and mind made up, he walked along 
the Boulevard. The dark made him adventurous: he 
peered into never visited Cafés as he passed. He noticed 
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it was already eight. Supposing he should meet some of 
the women on the way to Fraulein Liepmann’s? He 
made a movement as though to slink down a side street : 
next moment he was walking on obstinately in the direc- 
tion of the Liepmann’s house however. His weakness 
drew him on, back into the vortex: anything at all was 
better than going back into that terrible colourless mood. 
His room, the Café, waited for him like executioners. For 
a time he had escaped from that world : wild horses would 
not drag him back, not yet. The night was young. 
Dressed as he was, extremely untidy, he would go to Friu- 
lein Liepmann’s flat. 

Only humiliation, he knew, awaited him in that direc- 
tion. If Anastasya were there (he would have it that she 
would be found wherever he least would care to see her) 
then anything might happen. But so much the better: 
he wanted her to be there! He asked nothing better: to 
suffer still more by her was his peculiar wish, up to the hilt, 
physically, as it were, under her eyes. That would be a 
relief from present torment. He must look in her eyes ; 
he must excite in her the maximum of contempt and of 
dislike. He desired to be in her presence again, with the 
fullest consciousness that his mechanical idyll was vetoed 
by Fate. Not stoic enough to leave things as they were, 
he could not go away with this incomplete and, physically, 
uncertain picture behind him. It was as though a man 
had lost a prize, and then required of his judges a written 
stamped and sealed statement to that effect. He wished 
to shame her : if he did not directly insult her he would at 
least insult her by thrusting himself upon her. Then, at 
the height of her disgust, he would pretend again to make 
advances. He believed he would insult her. His pro- 
gramme, as he sketched it out, grew, at the last, obscene. 

As to the rest of the party, a sour glee possessed him at 
thought of their sensations by the time he had done with 
them; already he saw their faces in fancy, when he 
should ring the flat bell and present himself—old morning 
suit, collar none too clean, dusty boots, dishevelled head. 
His self-humiliation was wedded with the notion of retalia- 
tion. In his schooldays Kreisler had been the witness of a 
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drama affording a parallel to what he was now preparing. 
His memory hovered about the image of a bloodstained 
hand, furiously martyred. But he could not recall to 
what the hand belonged. The scene he could not recon- 
struct had taken place in his fourteenth year, and it had 
proceeded beneath the desk of his neighbour during an 
algebra lesson. The boy next to him had jabbed his neigh- 
bour in the hand with a penknife: the latter, pale with 
rage, had held his hand out in sinister invitation, hissing 
‘Do it again! Do it again ! ’—The boy next to Kreisler 
had looked at the hand for a moment and complied. ‘ Do 
it again ! ’ came still fiercer. This boy had seemed to wish 
to see his hand a mass of wounds and to delect himself with 
the awful feeling of his own black passion. 

Kreisler did not know how he should wipe out his score, 
but he wanted it bigger, more crushing. The bitter fascin- 
ation of suffering drew him on, to substitute real wounds 
for imaginary. But Society at the same time must be 
taught to suffer, he had paid for that. 

Near Fraulein Liepmann’s house he rubbed his shoulder 
against a piece of whitewashed wall with a broad grin. He 
went rapidly up the wide stairs leading to the entresol, 
considering a scheme for the commencement of the even- 
ing. This seemed so happy that he felt further resource- 
fulness in misconduct would not be wanting. 


PART III 
_ BOURGEOIS-BOHEMIANS 


Chapter 1 


REISLER pressed the bell. A hoarse low Z-like blast, 
braying softly into the crowded room, announced him, 
Kreisler still stood safely outside the door. 

There was a rush in the passage within ; the hissing and 
spitting sounds inseparable from the speaking of the ger- 
man tongue: someone was percussioning louder than the 
rest with a muscular german tongue, and squealing dully 
as well. They were square-shouldered flat-heeled Maenads, 
disputing among themselves the indignity of door-opener. 
The most anxious to please gained the day: the door was 
pulled ajar: an arch voice said : 

* Wer ist da ?’ 

‘Der Herr Kreisler, gnadiges Fraulein ! ’ 

The roguish vivacious voice died away, however: the 
opening of the door showed in the dark vestibule Bertha 
Lunken with her rather precious movements imposed upon 
german robustness. 

The social effect had been instantaneous. The dis- 
ordered hair, dusty boots, the white patch on the jacket had 
been registered by the super-bourgeois eye that they had 
had the good luck at the outset to encounter. 

* Who is it ? ’ a voice cried from within. 

‘It’s Herr Kreisler’ Bertha answered with dramatic 
quietness. ‘Come in Herr Kreisler; there are still one or 
two to come.’ Bertha spoke in business-like accent, she 
bustled to close the door, to efface politely her sceptical 
reception of him by her handsome wondering eyes. 

‘Ah Herr Kreisler! I wonder where Fraulein Vasek 
is ?’ he heard someone saying. 

He looked for a place to hang his hat. Fraulein Lunken 
preceded him into the room. Her expression was that of 
an embarrassed domestic foreseeing horror in his master’s 
eye. Otto in his turn appeared, The chatter seemed to 
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him to swerve a little bit upon his right hand: bowing to 
two or three people he knew near the door, sharply from 
the hips, he went over to Fraulein Liepmann and bending 
respectfully down, kissed her hand. Then with a naive 
air, but conciliatory, be 

* A thousand pardons, Fraulein Liepmann, for present- 
ing myself like this: Herr Vokt and I have been at Fon- 
tenay des Roses all the afternoon: we made a stupid 
mistake about the time of the trains and I have only just 
got back—I hadn’t time to change. I suppose it doesn’t 
matter? It will be quite “‘intime ” and bohemian, won’t 
it? Herr Vokt had something to do: he’s coming on 
later if he can manage it.’ 

With genuine infantile glee he delivered himself of his 
fairy-tale—he had hit upon it while waiting at the door. 
Seeing the weakness these ladies always displayed for his 
late friend and that he was almost sure not to turn up, he 
would use him to cover the self-inflicted patch from the 
whitewashed wall: but he would get other patches he 
promised himself (and find other lies to cover them up) 
till he could hardly move about for this plastering of small 
falsehoods. 

His hostess had been looking at him with indecision. 

‘Iam glad to hear Herr Vokt ’s coming: I haven’t seen 
him forages. You ’ve plenty of time to change, you know, 
if you like: Herr Eckhart and several others haven’t turned 
up yet. You live quite near don't you, Herr Kreisler ? ’ 

* Yes, third to the right and second to the left, and keep 
straight on !’ 

‘So!’ 

‘Yes. But I don’t think I'll trouble about it. I shall 
be all right like this. I think Ill do don’t you, Fraulein 
Liepmann ?’ He took a couple of steps and looked at 
himself complacently in a glass. 

‘You are the best judge of that.’ 

‘Yes that is so of course isn’t it, Fraulein? I have 
often thought that : how curious the same notion should 
occur.to you! I thought I was alone in that belief. 
Society pretends—but it is all one!’ Again Kreisler 
smiled and affecting to consider the question as settled, 
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turned to a man standing near him, with whom he had 
worked at Juan Soler’s. In doubt as to whether he 
intended to go and change or not (he was, perhaps, just 
talking to his friend a moment before going 7) his slightly 
frowning hostess moved away. 

The company was not socially brilliant but ‘ interest- 
ing.’ Qn this occasion it was rather on its mettle, both 
men and women in their several ways, dressed and an- 
ointed, as scrupulously toiletted as if this were a provincial 
Court. An Englishwoman who was a great friend of 
Fraulein Liepmann’s was one of the organizers of the 
Bonnington Club: through her they had been invited to 
go there, it was upon a correct institution that they 
awaited, evening-suited, the word of command to march. 

Five minutes later Kreisler found Fraulein Liepmann in 
his neighbourhood again. She stood beside him at first 
without speaking. She had a pale fawn-coloured face, 
looking like the protagonist of a crime passionel. At every 
turn she multiplied her social responsibilities, yet her 
manner implied that the quite ordinary burdens of life 
were beyond her strength. The two rooms with folding 
doors, which formed her salon and where her guests were 
now gathered, had not been furnished casually or without 
design. The ‘Concert’ of Giorgione did not hang there 
for nothing: the books lying about had been flung down 
by a careful hand. Fraulein Liepmann required a certain 
variety of admiration : but being very energetic she had a 
great contempt for other people, so she drew up, as it were, 
a list of her attributes, carefully and distinctly underlining 
each: with each new friend she went over again the ele- 
mentary points, as a teacher would go over with each new 
pupil the first steps of accidence or geography—first show- 
ing him his locker, where the rulers were put and where, 
when he got them dirty, he could wash his hands. She 
took up her characteristic attitudes, one after the other, as 
a model might ; that is, those simplest and easiest to grasp. 

Her room dress and manner were a kind of chart to the 
way to admire Fraulein Liepmann. The different points 
in her Geist one was to gush about, the various scattered 
hints one was to let fall about her naturally rather tragic 
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life-story, the particular way one was to regard her playing 
of the piano. The observant newcomer would feel that 
there was not a candlestick or antimacassar in the room 
but had its lesson for him. To have two or three dozen 
people, her * friends,’ repeating things after her in this way 
did not give her very much satisfaction, she had not the 
sensation of its being very great ; but she had many of the 
characteristics of the schoolmarm and she continued un- 
tiringly with her duties—namely teaching ‘Liepmann’ with 
the solemnity, resignation and half-weariness (with occa- 
sional explosions of anger) that a woman would teach 
‘ twice two are four, twice three are six.’ Her best friends 
were her. best pupils of course. Even the rooms were 
furnished with somewhat the severity of the schoolroom : 
a large black piano—for demonstrations—corresponded 
more or less to the blackboard. It was in the piano that 
anybody would have had to look really for her Geist. 

* Herr Spicker just tells me that dress is de rigueur. 
Miss Bennett says it doesn’t matter. But it would be 
awkward if you couldn’t get in.’ She was continuing their 
late conversation. ‘ You see it ’s not so much an artists’ 
club as a place where the english Soctété permanent in 
Paris, meet: it’s a bore: you know how correct they are. 

‘Yes I see; of course that makes a difference! But I 
asked, I happened to ask, an english friend of mine to-day 
——a founder of the club as it happens, a Master Lowndes ’ 
(this was a libel on Lowndes) ‘he told me it didn’t matter 
in the least, these were his very words. You take my word 
for it Fraulein Liepmann—it won’t matter a bit—not a 
bit!’ he reiterated a little boisterously, nodding his head 
sharply, his eyelids clapping to like metal shutters, rather 

winking. Then, in a maundering tone, yawning a 
little and rubbing his glasses as though they had now idled 
off into gossip and confidences : 

‘I'd go and dress only I left my keys at Soler’s: I shall 
have to sleep out to-night, I shan’t be able to get my keys 
till the moming.’ Suddenly in a new tone, the equivalent 


of a vulgar wink : 
* Ah this life, Fraulein—this life, this life! Its accidents 
often separate one from one’s Smokkin for days, some- 
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times months of Sundays—you know what Imean? One 
has no control over—well! Now my Smokkin bless 
its little silk lapels—it’s a good one, I have always been 
accustomed to the very best—leads a very independent 
life: sometimes it ’s'with me, sometimes not. It was a very 
expensive fashionable article. That has been its downfall.’ 

‘Do you mean you haven’t got a “ frac” ?’ 

* Oh how brutal—no certainly, not that heaven forbid ! 
You misunderstand me.’ He reflected a moment. 

‘I beg your pardon.’ 

‘Not at all! Ah before I forget, Fraulein Liepmann ! 
if you still want to know about that little matter—I wrote 
to my mother the other day as I said I would, and in her 
reply she tells me that Professor Heymann is still at Karls- 
ruhe; he will probably take a class in the country this 
summer as usual, she had heard he would—to the Jura J 
think. It isso lovely !—The remainder of the party !’ he 
added beaming as the bell again rang. 

He could not be prevented from accompanying these 
people to their informal dance. But with his remark 
about Vokt anyway he felt as safe as if he had a ticket or 
passe-partout in his pocket: he strutted up and down like a 
peacock fora few moments eyeing theassembly with disdain. 

Kreisler was standing alone nearly in the middle of the 
room, his arms folded and staring at the door. He would 
use this fictitious authority and licence to its utmost limit. 
Something unusual in his presence besides his dress and 
the disorder even of that suggested itself to his fellow- 
guests, they supposed he had been drinking. 

Rustlings and laughter in the hall persisted for some 
minutes. Social facts, abstracted in this manner, appeal 
to the mind with the strangeness of masks, each sense, 
isolated, being like a mask upon another, and Otto specu- 
lated and dreamt, with military erectness. There was an 
explosion of excitement : Anastasya appeared. She came 
out of that social flutter astonishingly inapposite, like a 
mask come to life. The little fanfare of welcome con- 
tinued. She was much more outrageous than Kreisler 
could ever hope to be, bespangled and accoutred like a 
bastard princess or aristocratic concubine of the household 
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of Peter the Great, jangling and rumbling like a savage 
raree show through abashed capitals. 

Her amusement often had been to disinter in herself the 
dust and decorations of some ancestress : she would float 
down the windings of her Great Russian and Little Russian 
blood, living in some imagined figure for a time as you 
might in towns met with upon a majestic river. 

‘ We are new lives for our ancestors, not theirs a play- 
ground for us. We are the people who have the Reality.’ 
Tarr lectured her later. To which she replied : 

‘ But they had such prodigious lives! I don’t like being 
anything out and out, life is so varied. I like wearing a 
dress with which I can enter into any milieu or circum- 
stances : that is the only real self worth the name.’ 

Anastasya regarded her woman’s beauty as a bright 
dress of a harlot; she was only beautiful for that, so why 
humbug? Her splendid and bedizened state was assumed 
with shades of humility : even her tenderness and peculiar 
heart appeared beneath the common infection and almost 
disgrace of that state. 

Kreisler’s sympathy, however, was not of an order to 
enter into these considerations. He had come there with 
the express object of doing her some indignity : all he saw 
accordingly was the fact of her being * dressed up ’ and the 
warmth with which she returned the Liepmann’s greeting. 
At this he frowned over at her with something like the 
severity of a stern pastor from his pulpit whose eye falls 
upon some face among his flock especially reprobate. His 
last meeting with her had caused the instant suicide of his 
dreams, from despair: now his original béguin was on all 
hands slowly giving place to hard puerile dislike : for there 
must be activity and its stimulus between him and her. 

Going up to her, at her smile he took her hand and kissed 
it with as much devotion as any Quattrocento lips could 
have displayed. ‘So here we meet again ’ he said. 

On finding himself speaking to her like this, and she 
apparently none the worse for anything that might have 
passed} (he interpreted a certain hesitation—‘ my attire, 
my attire! Most natural! She ‘ll get over that —and 
smiled blandly), he felt for a moment that another night- 
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mare was over: the It’s all right after all feeling returned. 
The matter-of-fact reality favoured him : here he was talk- 
ing to her, there was no obstacle really in the way at all of 
their becoming very friendly. He had been dreaming. 
But the Liepmann seemed hanging doubtfully upon their 
rear. There was something wrong. Obstacles accumu- 
lated ominously once he began reflecting. 

His plan of outrage forgotten, he attempted to make the 
best of the situation. 

‘ I quite forgot about the dance—I happened to be pass- 
ing Fraulein Liepmann’s a moment ago, I thought I would 
look in; I am wondering if I can go like this?’ With a 
naif haste he began repairing the breach. 

‘I feel quite out of it in this high-distinguished gather- 
ing! I expect, I hope, that our friends’ preparations are 
pessimistic, I mean that the affair will not be so terribly 
correct as those suggest.’ 

‘You mean their dressing up? For heaven’s sake never 
wear dress clothes ’ she said with concern. ‘It wouldn’t 
suit you at all. I shouldn’t like you so well in them.— 
You want me to like you I believe ? ’ 

Kreisler, at these sudden revolutions, the ‘ situation ’ 
all at once denying its hopelessness and protesting that 
it was quite an ordinary peaceful kind little ‘ situation ’ if 
one at all, had become anxious and nervous. For the 
moment he was certainly unmanned by this balmy atmo- 
sphere. And at once the ‘ too good to be true ’ sensation 
and despondency set in, in accustomed manner. 

‘Now I must just mark time—one two!’ said he to 
himself: ‘her attitude to me must be held in suspense 
until a better, moment. I must leave her where she is 
just so: perhaps I ’d better not keep her any longer.’ He 
was making room for an imaginary Fraulein Liepmann or 
some other intruder, stepping aside, bringing his discourse 
to an end and looking round. There, sure enough, 
Fraulein Liepmann stood. 

‘I didn’t know you knew Herr Kreisler’ she said to 
Anastasya Vasek. 

‘Oh yes, very well.’ 

* Yes, yes ’ Kreisler cooed slowly. 
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‘Did you say Herr Vokt was coming on to the Club ?’ 
Fraulein Liepmann asked him. 

‘ Yes, a very little later.’ 

* Herr Spicker said he saw him about four.’ 

* Herr Spicker again!’ Kreisler expostulated angrily ; 
‘ again this Spicker ! He could not have scen Vokt at four 
because I had him safely at Fontenay des Roses at four ! ’ 
He caught Anastasya Vasek’s eye. She had seen Kreisler 
at about four o’clock too, but alone and a long way from 
Fontenay des Roses. He grinned at her stupidly. 

* Herr Spicker ’ Fraulein Liepmann began again. 

* Fraulein !’ uttered Kreisler solemnly ‘ speak no more 
of Spicker! I cannot bear to hear you quote that person, 
It suggests a credulity that—. There he sits, a dubious 
oracle, in the corner’: he indicated a bloated and rigid 
individual who was not Spicker at all: ‘there he sits, 
encyclopaedic but misguided, uncanny—misinformed. It 
is as [ tell you ; our mutual friend Ernst Vokt is coming on 
very shortly! That is what I tell you: that then must be 
true!’ Fraulein Liepmann gave up the riddle. A dis- 
sipated Swede was leering at Anastasya with greedy invita- 
tion, standing with his chest thrown out as though he were 
going to wrestle with her and she was now taken off to be 
introduced to him. 

* Ah that ’s done it ’ thought Kreisler. ‘ That Spicker ! 
Which is Spicker ?’ and he turned and surveyed the com- 
pany truculently once more. 

The new confidence in the turn things were taking had 
only been skin deep: Otto was soon back in the old réle 
again. His hostess’s discovery of his little deception had 
contributed to this. He imagined she had seen through it, 
and was in fact thoroughly informed. A clatter of con- 
versation surrounded him. Table d’héte at a boarding- 
house it sounds like, as though their voices were pitched 
one note above the clatter of forks and plates, he thought, 
and took a free cigarette from a box on the piano. 

A viennese painter named Eckhart was one of the next 
arrivals. He was very uniform, all his features machine 
made for each other to a fraction of an inch—to go with a 
dull fat stock-size trunk. Eckhart had passed a year or so 
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in Spain; from Malaga, just before returning, he had 
written to Fraulein Liepmann, with whom he had con- 
stantly corresponded from the most romantic spots in the 
Peninsula, asking if it were any use his taking Paris on his 
way back to Vienna—meaning should he ‘ take ’ Friulein 
Liepmann of course—matrimonially absorb her on the 
way. Or should he, on the other hand, return by way of 
the Mediterranean ? Fraulein Liepmann had been in- 
clined to write back and suggest a third route by way of 
England, the Baltic and Berlin: but asked to fix his 
itinerary in this way she was really rather perplexed. 
Should she allow him to have a try at her on his way back ? 
She had never heard of a General writing to a fortress in a 
country he was invading and asking it if he should storm 
it on his way, or, on the other hand, not include it in his 
campaign : should such a thing occur, what would the for- 
tress answer? No doubt that it would be very honoured 
to be stormed by His Excellency, but, not being quite pre- 
pared, would prefer he should have a go at its neighbour 
instead, that was of course supposing it to be in the same 
condition as herself. She had replied at length : she should 
be very glad to see him, but only as a friend. This answer 
brought him back by way of Paris, in a state of uncomfort- 
able suspense. On arriving there, he sat down in front of 
her and opened the siege. 

Fraulein Liepmann knew that the most unexciting man 
may show up very well as a lover: but she found him the 
dullest of Generals, and it was the dullest siege she had ever 
sat through. So she made a sortie, and drove him away. 
She had allowed him to come back to Paris to have another 
Jook at him : she knew she would not accept him, but she 
would not have been quite easy in her mind, if she had not 
had another look at him. There he was—robust, bearded, 
cheap efficient blue eyes, thirty-eight, always in a hurry 
(except in love-making), obstinate and always reading the 
newspaper or his private correspondence (in a great hurry), 
when he was not doing dull engravings. No! 

The result of the sortie however had been to arouse him 
to considerable activity: instead of going to Vienna he 
had actually settled in Paris, and Friulein Liepmann was 
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getting}more of a siege than she had bargained for. But 
still worse, another admirer was about to arrive from 
Russia (coming in a bee-line, he, with whom there was no 
question of alternative routes !) and what would happen 
when the rival armies met before the fortress? The 
Russian was a parti she had quite given up as lost and her 
pleasure at learning of his tardy decision was impaired by 
the presence of Eckhart. 

The bourgeois-bohemian life is a stirring one. 

In this assembly almost all exuded a classic absurdity. 
There was a couple near the door: these were ‘der Mathe- 
matiker’ and Isolde. Isolde was a person bordering on 
the albino, very large, very golden-amber and even pink, 
spectacled, the upper eyelids covered with horizontal clean- 
cut blinkers of fat; she tramped about, her steady blue 
eyes, a schoolmistress’s mouth and soft large jaw, made 
her extremely grim. But a vulgar, harsh, jocular spirit 
inhabited her: according to her friends the two rooms she 
occupied were never cleaned. It was there that much 
strange life was lived in company with der Mathematiker, 
steaks cooked and Bach played in gargantuan inter- 
mixture ; much music, much meat, including her own. 
She was a gigantic blonde slut. 

Der Mathematiker, as he was generally called in this 
circle, was a little man about thirty-five, rather like Paul 
Verlaine in old age ; a very brilliant mathematician, it was 
said, who would soon get a chair at a University. There- 
fore Isolde rather contemptuously allowed him to remain 
near her, in shrewd elephantine condescension. He was 
about a third her size, but he ate enormously, and, although 
he did not grow, felt perhaps that this in some way equal- 
ized matters. In the restaurant four beefsteaks one after 
the other would have to be brought him, and Isolde assured 
you that in their solitary orgies in her den she had known 
him eat as many as six—after six hours, say, of violin play- 
ing. When near her, he would hop and dance about as 
though to exaggerate the contrast. 

Der Mathematiker always made faces at Fraulein Liep- 
mann. No one knew what this signified. With teutonic 
intuition for such things they supposed it meant that he 
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secretly loved her. This was not at all certain—it might 
be he hated her : and this mysterious circumstance helped 
der Mathematiker’s prestige, along with his violin playing. 
When, from his place in a dark corner, he was observed to 
be putting his tongue out at Fraulein Liepmann, everyone 
pretended not to notice, and they all experienced an agree- 
able thrill. 

Isolde had apparently chopped away from some dress 
portions that had formerly concealed certain parts of her 
body, which the seductive glamour of night-light tempted 
out ; two immense breasts coyly buried their nipples in its 
flamboyant cotton. 

Other members were less sympathetic than these two: 
there were a couple of sisters named von Arnim, from the 
Baltic provinces whose love for each other was a byword. 
They were very ‘ grand dame’: they missed no function 
such asthisdance. There was a german Countess who was 
very poor and came principally to get models for nothing. 
One of the initiatory ceremonies in this society was to sit 
for the Countess: if anyone shied at this, it was a very 
bad mark. Then two girls from Dresden who professed a 
sort of adoration for Fraulem Liepmann were present : 
but in this group of women one and all must be in love with 
each other (even Isolde fell into this convention) and where 
their leader was concerned worship was added to love. 

At the head of a formidable group of her own was a 
corpulent young Dutchwoman, named van Bencke. She 
was rather comely, with the professional pianist’s pout and 
frown, and ina shabby ‘ Reformkleide,’ with a terribly rich 
dark-featured dutch stockbroker always on one side of her, 
and an equally well-off little dutch Countess on the other. 
This proximity of great gold-fields to this personality ap- 
peared as inevitable as the geologic dispositions of nature : 
evidently there was something about her that attracted 
large quantities of money: so these cumbrous masses of 
gold hung on her steps. She had only to lift a finger for 
gold to pour out of either of these quiescent figures. 

The dutch Countess was an anaemic and silent young 
woman, and it was always a source of wonderment that 
these robust lavas of wealth could belong in that insignifi- 
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cant soil. But with such auxiliaries van Bencke was able 
to satisfy a social ambition equal to Fraulein Liepmann’s. 

Eckhart had hardly entered and doggedly invested Friu- 
lein Liepmann, when the party became complete on the 
advent of Soltyk. He navigated about the salon with an 
ease that showed he had been born on smiling and treach- 
erous seas and that he condescended in this puddle. But 
being a Pole, Soltyk participated in an hereditary polish of 
manner. He went up to Fraulein Vasek at once. After 
talking for a few minutes he left her, evidently in quest of 
somebody. It was a man in the farther room, soon found, 
and with whom he was still deep in conversation when they 
all left the house. 

Fraulein Vasek had not shown any further sign of re- 
membering Kreisler’s existence, although he had followed 
her constantly with his eyes: this, thought he, was as it 
should be. To ‘ mark time’ was his cue, until the oppor- 
tunity arrived to strike. But marking time was a depressing 
occupation ; he definitely accepted what his consequent 
despondency suggested. The little appearance things had 
of being better after all was only so much more playing 
with the mouse—he the mouse and the Schicksal of course 
the cat. Fluctuations of luck had been apparent, not real. 
He determined to be hard in future towards the coquet- 
ries of life, followed by nothing substantial. 

Yet the actual course of events was so much more con- 
plicated than Kreisler’s forecast. All was passing differ- 
ently. Soltyk showed interest in nothing in the world but 
his discussion with an unknown man in acormer. He was 
the instrument designed to carry off some of Kreisler’s 
wrath ; he seemed deliberately disappointing him. All 
this company, the confederates of Fate, acted in an un- 
ss Say and maliciously natural way. 

ut if they were cool and matter-of-fact, he could be so 
too: for the rest of the evening he was more and more ob- 
stinately matter-of-fact in his actions, to meet this unfair 
advantage and wilful sobriety of nature. 

Lost in thought, he was constantly forgetting his dusty 
worn clothes, and the ticklish nature of his position. 
further réle he had assigned himself for that evening 
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would be equally forgotten : then he would be recalled to 
it all with sudden nausea, wishing for a moment to take his 
leave and disappear. Finding himself unconventionally 
dressed, he felt in fact a sort of outcast. He entered 
thoroughly into the part his situation and appearance 
suggested. He did not become deprecatory, but haughty 
and insurgent. Kreisler was the true revolutionary, since 
he was the perfect snob, with revenge for a motive. 

The Bonnington Club was not far away. They had 
decided to walk, as the night was fine. It was about half- 
past nine when they started. Seven or eight led the way 
in a suddenly made self-centred group; once outside in 
the spaciousness of the night-streets, the party seemed to 
break up into sections, held together in the small lighted 


rooms. 

Soltyk and his friend, whom Otto did not recognize, still 
deep in conversation, and then a quieter group, followed. 
Fraulein Lunken had stayed behind with another girl to 
put out the lights. Instead of running on with her com- 
panion to join the leading band, she stopped with Kreisler, 
whom she had found bringing up the rear alone. 

* Not feeling gregarious to-night ?’ she asked. 

Kreisler walked slowly, increasing, at every step, the 
distance between them and the next group, as though hop- 
ing that, should he draw her far enough back in the rear, 
like an elastic band she would in panic shoot forward. 

‘Do you know many english people ? ’ 

He couldn’t say that he did, with some gruffness : and 
then she must enter upon a long eulogy of the english. 
Was that necessary? To hell with this Club, im fact with 
all english clubs. He muttered sceptically. She seemed 
then to be saying something about Soler’s : eventually she 
was recommending him a new spanish professor. Why 
spanish ? 

‘Do you happen to know of an english professor ? ’ 

‘No, I don’t think there are any.’ 

‘ I suppose not.’ 

Kreisler cursed this chatterbox and her complaisance im 
accompanying him. 

“I must get some cigarettes ’ he said briskly, as a bureau 
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de tabac was there. ‘But don’t you wait. Fraulein: 
catch the others up. You see?’ 

Having purposely loitered over his purchase, when he 
came out upon the Boulevard again there she was as before. 
‘Aber! aber! what ’s the matter with her?’ Kreisler 
glared at her in impatient astonishment. 

The answer to that irritated question was complex, 
though Bertha had not stopped behind to consort with this 
fish-out-of-water for nothing ; though her motives, as he 
divined, had little to do with him. She did not live in a 
state of constant harmony with the Liepmann circle : her 
comeliness without distinction made her suspect, she was 
thought to be too interested in the ordinary world; and 
her finances were inadequate. So, as a dreadfully respect- 
able adventuress, she should have been more humble. As 
it was, as a pretty girl, she was too insubordinate, and Tarr 
—he was a chronic source of difficulty. He was her fiancé 
she had announced : but he was uncompromisingly absent 
from all their gatherings, and bowed to them, when met in 
the street, as it seemed to them derisively, even. He had 
been excommunicated long ago by Fraulein van Bencke 
most loudly and most picturesquely. 

‘Homme sensuel!’ she had called him. She averred 
she had caught his eye resting too intently on her well- 
filled-out bosom. 

‘Homme égoiste!’ (this referred to his treatment of 
Bertha, supposed and otherwise). 

Tarr considered that these ladies were partly induced to 
continue their friendship for Bertha through the hope of res- 
cuing her from her fiancé, or doing as much harm to both as 
possible. Bertha alternately went to them a little for sym- 
pathy, and defied them with a display of Tarr’s opinions. 

By analogy Kreisler had, in her mind, been pushed into 
the same boat with Tarr. She always felt therself a little 
without the circle, since Tarr was so much outside: here was 
another outsider, that was all. Sothis was a littleconspiracy. 

So, Bertha still in this unusual way clinging to him 
(although she had ceased plying him with conversation), 
they proceeded along the solitary backwater of Boulevard in 
which they were. Pipes lay all along the edge of excavations 
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to their left, where a network of old drains was being brought 
uptodate. Theytramped on under the small uniform trees 
Paris is planted with, in imitation of the scorching Midi. 

Kreisler ignored his surroundings : he was escorting him- 
self, self-guarded siberian exile, from one cheerless place to 
another. To Bertha nature still had the usual florid note 
of bald romance : the immediate impression caused by the 
moonlight was implicated with a thousand former impres- 
sions ; she did not discriminate. It was in fact the lunar- 
illumination of several love-affairs. 

Kreisler, more restless, renovated his susceptibility every 
three years or so: the moonlight for him was hardly nine 
months old, and belonged to Paris, where there was no 
romance, no romance whatever. For Bertha the darkened 
trees rustled with the delicious and tragic suggestions of 
the passing of time and lapse of life. The black unlighted 
windows of the tall houses held within, for her, breathless 
and passionate forms, engulfed in intense eternities of dark- 
ness and whispers. Or a lighted one (in its contrast to the 
bland light of the moon) so near, suggested something 
infinitely distant. There was something fatal in the rapid 
never-stopping succession of their footsteps—loud, deliber- 
ate, continual noise of their trotting. 

Her strange companion’s dreamy roughness, this roman- 
tic enigma of the evening, suddenly captured her fancy. The 
machine, the sentimental, the indiscriminate side of her, 
awoke. 

She took his hand. Rapid soft and humble she struck 
the deep german chord, vibrating rudimentarily in the 
midst of his cynicism the germanic bass that underlies all 
the weighty, all-too-weighty music in the world. 

‘You are suffering! I know you are suffering. I wish 
I could do something for you.—Can not I?’ 

Kreisler began tickling the palm of her hand slightly. 
When he saw it interrupted her words, he left off, hold- 
ing her hand solemnly as though it had been a fish slipped 
there for some obscure reason. Her hand—her often tren- 
chant hand with its favourite gesture of sentimental over- 
emphasis—being captive, made her discourse almost quiet. 

* [ know you have been wronged or wounded : treat me 
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as a sister, suppose that I am your own sister and let me 
help you if I can. You think my behaviour odd: do you 
think I’m a funny girl? Ach! all the same we walk about 
and torment each other enough! I knew you were not 
drunk when you came in, I saw you were half-cracked about 
something—. Why not go back? Perhaps it would be 
better not to come on to this place—? Why not go back?’ 

He quickened his steps, and still gazing stolidly ahead, 
drew her by the hand. 

‘I only should like you to feel I am your friend’ she 
continued. 

‘Right!’ with promptness came through his bristling 
moustaches. 

* You ’re afraid J—’ she looked at the ground, he ahead. 

‘No’ he said. ‘ But you shall know my secret! Why 
should not I avail myself of your sympathy ? You must 
know that my “ Frac ”—useful to waiters, that is why I 
get so much for the poor suit—this “ Frac ” is at present 
not in my lodgings. No: not in my apartment—my Frac! 
That seems puzzling to you ?—Have you happened to notice 
an imposing edifice in the Rue de Rennes, with a foot-soldier 
constantly on guard? Yes, in the Rue de Rennes. Well, 
he mounts guard, night and day, over my suit!’ Kreisler 
pulled his moustache with his free hand.—' Why keep you 
in suspense ?—my “ Frac ”’ is not on my back because—it 
is in pawn! It was popped last month to meet a small 
debt. Now, Fréaulein, that you are acquainted with the 
cause of my slight, rather wistful—meditative appearance, 
you will be able to sympathize adequately with me! My 
suffering, as you put it, is now no longer mysterious—I 
have given you the clue—the pawn-ticket, so to speak.’ 

She was crying a little, engrossed directly, now, in her- 
self. He thought he should console her and remarked : 

‘Those are the first tears ever shed over my “ Frac.” 
But do not distress yourself Fraulein Lunken, the waiters 
have not yet got it!’ 

Kreisler did not distinguish Bertha from the others. At 
the beginning he was distrustful : if not ‘ put up ’ to doing 
this. she at least hailed from an objectionable quarter. 
Now he accepted her bona-fides. but ill-temperedly substi- 
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tuted complete boredom for mistrust. At the same time 
he would use this little episode to embellish his programme. 

He had not been able to shake her off: here she still 
was: he was not even sure yet that he had had the best of it. 
Hisanimosity for her friends vented itself upon her: he would 
anyhow give her what she deserved for her persistence. He 
took her hand again. Then suddenly he stopped, put his 
arm round her waist, and drew her forcibly against him. 

Bertha succumbed to the instinct to ‘ give up,’ even 
sententiously ‘destroy.’ She remembered her resolve—a 
double one of sacrifice—and pressed her lips, shaking and 
wettened, to his. This was not the way she had wished : 
but, God ! what did it matter? It mattered so little, any- 
THING, and above all she! This was what she had wanted 
to do: and now she had done it ! 

The ‘resolve’ was a simple one. In her uncertain 
emotional manner she had been making up her mind to it 
ever since Tarr had left that afternoon. Tarr wished to be 
released ; he did not want her, was embarrassed, not so 
much by their formal engagement us by his liking for her 
(this secured him to her, she thought she discerned). A 
stone hung round his neck, he fretted the whole time : it 
would always be so. Good. This she understood. The 
situation was plain. Then she would release him. But 
since it was not merely a question of words (of saying * we 
are no longer engaged ’—she had already been very free 
with them) but of facts, she must bring these substantial - 
ities about. By putting herself in the most definite sense 
out of his reach—far more than if she should leave Paris— 
their continucd relations must be made impossible. Some- 
body else—and a somebody else who was at the same time 
nobody, and who would evaporate and leave no trace the 
moment he had served her purpose—must be found. She 
must be able to stare pityingly and resignedly (but 
silently) if he were mentioned. Kreisler exactly filled this 
ticket. And he arose not too unnaturally. 

This idea had been germinating while Tarr was still with 
her that morning. So, a profusion of self-sacrifice being 
offered her in the person of Kreisler, she behaved as she had 
done, with gusto. It was a clear and satisfactory action, 
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Should Tarr wish it undone, it could easily be conjured : 
the smudge on Kreisler’s back was a guarantee, and did the 
trick in more ways than he had counted on. But in any 
case his whole personality was a perfect alibi for the heart, 
to her thinking. While at the back of her mind there 
always appeared that possibility, that, with the salt of 
jealousy, and a really big row, Tarr could perhaps be 
landed and secured even now ? 

Next moment (the point thus gained) she pushed Kreisler 
more or less gently away. It was like a stage-kiss: the needs 
of their respectiverdéles had been satisfied. He kepthishands 
on her biceps: she was accomplishing a soft withdrawal. 

They had stopped at a spot where the Boulevard ap- 
proached a more populous and lighted avenue. As they 
now stood a distinct, yet strangely pausing, female voice 
struck their ears : 

* Fréiulein Lunken ! ’ 

Some twenty yards away stood several of her com- 
panions, who, with fussy german sociableness, had re- 
turned to carry her forward with them, as they were 
approaching the Bonnington Club. Finding her not with 
them, and remembering she had lagged behind, they had 
walked back to the head of the Boulevard speculating as 
to what could have detained her. They now saw quite 
plainly what was before them, but were in that state in 
which a person will not believe his eyes, and lets them bulge 
until they nearly drop out, to correct their scandalous 
vision. Kreisler and Bertha were some distance from the 
nearest lamp and in the shade of the trees. But each of the 
spectators would have sworn to the identity and attitude 
of their two persons. 

Bertha nearly jumped out of her skin, broke away from 
Kreisler, and staggered several steps. He, with great 
presence of mind, caught her again, and induced her to 
lean against a tree, saying curtly : 

‘You ’re not quite well, Fraulein. Lean—so. Your 
friends will be here in a moment.’ 

Bertha accepted this way out. She turned, indeed, 
rather white and sick, and even succeeded so far as half to 
believe her pretence, while the women came up. Kreisler 
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called out to the petrified and quite silent group at the end 
of the avenue; soon they were surrounded by big-eyed faces. 
Hypocritical concern soon superseded the masks of scandal. 

* She was taken suddenly ill.’ Kreisler coughed conven- 
tionally as he said this, and flicked his trousers as though 
he had been scufflingon the ground. Then he coughed again. 

Indignant glances were cast at him. Whatever attitudc 
they might decide to adopt as regards their friend, 
there was no doubt as to their feeling towards him: 
he was to blame from whichever way you looked at 
it. Eventually, with one or two curious german glances 
into her eyes, slow, dubious, incredulous questions (with 
a drawing back of the head and dying away of voice) 
they determined temporarily to accept the explanation and 
to say that she had been indisposed To one of them, very 
much 1n the know with regard to her relations with Tarr, 
vistas of possible ruptures opened : but here was a funny 
affair all were agreed. With Kreisler, of all people! Tarr 
was bad enough ! 

Bertha would at once have returned homc, and con- 
firmed the story of a sudden megrim. But she felt the 
best thing was to go through with it. To absent herself at 
once would be a mistake. The affair would be Icss con- 
spicuous with her not away: her friends must at once 
ratify their normal view of this little occurrence. The 
only thing she thought of for the moment was to hush up 
and wipe out what had just happened: her heroics dis- 
appeared in the need for action. So they all walked on 
together, a scandalized silence subsisting in honour chiefly 
of Kreisler. 

Again he was safe, he thought with a chuckle. His 
position was precarious, only he held Fraulemn Lunken as 
hostage! Exception could not openly be taken to him, 
without reflecting on their friend! He walked along with 
perfect composure, mischievously detached and innocent. 

Fraulem Liepmann and the rest had already gone inside 
the club building, which was brightly illuminated. Several 
people were arriving in taxis and on foot. Kreisler got in 
without difficulty. He was it turned out the only man 
present not in evening dress. 


Chapter 2 


NE certain thing (amongst many uncertainties) about 

the english club, the Bonnington Club, was that it 
could not be said as yet to have found itself quite. Its 
central room (and that was almost all there was of it) 
reminded you of a Public Swimming Bath when it was 
used as a Ball-room, and when used as a studio, you 
thought of a Concert Hall. But it had cost a good deal to 
build. It made a cheerful show, with pink, red and pale 
blue paper chains and Chinese Lanterns, one week, for some 
festivity, and the next, sparely robed in dark red curtains, 
would settle its walls gravely to receive some houseless 
quartet. In this manner it paid its way. Some phlegmatic 
divinity seemed to have brought it into existence—‘Found 
a club, found a club!’ it had reiterated in the depths of 
certain minds probably with sleepy tenacity.—Someone 
sighed, got up and went round to another individual of the 
same sort, and said perhaps a club had better be founded. 
The second assented and subscribed something, to get rid 
of the other. In the course of time, a young french archi- 
tect had been entrusted with the job. Aclub. Yes. What 
sort of aclub? The architect could not find out. Some- 
thing to be used for drawing-classes, social functions, a 
reading-room, he knew the sort of thing! He saw he was 
on the wrong tack. He went away and made his arrange- 
ments accordingly. He had produced a design of an 
impressive and to all appearance finished house: it was a 
sincerely ironic masterpiece, but with a perfect gravity, 
and even Stateliness of appearance. It was the most non- 
committing facade, the most absolutely unfinal interior, 
the most tentative set of doors, ever seen : a monster of 
reservations, 

Not only had the building been put to every conceivable 
use itself, but it dragged the Club with it. The members 
of the Bonnington Club changed and metamorphosed them- 
selves with tts changes. They became athletic or seden- 
tary according to the shifts and exigencies of this building’s 
existence. They turned out in dress clothes or gymnasium 
get-ups as its destiny prompted, to back it up : one month 
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they would have to prove that it was a gymnasium, the 
next that it was a drawing-school, so they stippled and 
vaulted, played table-tennis and listened to debates. 

The inviting of the german contingent was a business 
move: they might be enticed into membership and would 
in any event spread the fame of the Club, getting and sub- 
sequently giving some conception of the resources of the 
club-house building. The hall had been very prettily 
arranged : the adjoining rooms were hung with the draw- 
ings and paintings of the club members. 

Kreisler, ever since the occurrence on the Boulevard, had 
felt a reckless irresponsibility, which he did not care to con- 
ceal. His assurance even came to smack of braggadocio. 

With his abashed english hostess he carried on a strange 
conversation full of indirect references to that ‘ stately 
edifice in the Rue de Rennes ’ of which he had spoken to 
Bertha. ‘ That stately edifice in the Rue de Rennes—but 
of course you don’t know it —!’ 

With smiling german ceremoniousness, with heavy cir- 
cumlocutions, he bent down to her nervously smiling face, 
and poured into her startled car symbols and images of 
pawn-shops, usury, three gold balls, ‘ pious mountains,’ 
* Smokkin ’ or ‘ Frac ’ complets, which he seemed a little to 
confuse, overwhelmed her with a serious terminology, all in 
a dialect calculated to bewilder the most acute philologist. 

‘ Yes it 2s interesting ’ she said with strained conviction. 

*Isn’t it?’ Kreisler replied. A comparative estimate 
of the facilities for the disposing of a watch in Germany 
and France had been the subject of his last remarks. 

‘I’m going to introduce you, Herr Kreisler, to a friend 
of mine—Mrs. Bevelage.’ 

She wanted to give the german guests a particularly 
cordial reception. Kreisler did not seem, superficially, a 
great acquisition to any club, but he was with the others. 
As a means of concluding this very painful interview—he 
was getting nearer every minute to the word that he yet 
solemnly forbade himself the use of—she led him up to a 
self-possessed exemplar of mid-victorian lovely woman- 
hood, whose attitude suggested that she might even yet 
stoop to Folly if the occasion arose. Mrs. Bevelage could 
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listen to all this, and would be able to cope with a certain 
disquieting element she recognized in this young German. 

He saw the motive of her move: and, looking with 
ostentatious regret at a long-legged flapper seated next to 
them, cast a reproachful glance at his hostess. 

Left alone with the widow, he surveyed her prosperous, 
velvet and cuirassed form. 

‘ Get thee to a nunnery !’ he said dejectedly. 

‘I beg your pardon ? ’ 

‘Yes. You have omitted “‘ My Lord” !’ 

Mrs. Bevelage looked pleased and puzzled. Possibly he 
was a count or baron, being german. 

‘Do you know that stingy but magnificent edifice—.’ 

*Yes—?’ 

‘ That sumptuous home of precarious “ Fracs,” situated 
Rue de Rennes—? ’ 

‘I’m afraid I don’t quite understand—.’ The widow 
had not got used to his composite tongue. She liked 
Kreisler, however. 

The music burst forth, and the club members leapt to 
their feet to affirm with fire their festive intentions. 

* Shall we dance ?’ he said, getting up quickly. 

He clasped her firmly in the small of the back and they 
got ponderously in motion, he stamping a little bit, as 
though he mistook the waltz for a more primitive music. 

He took her twice, with ever-increasing velocity, round 
the large hall, and at the third round, at breakneck speed, 
spun with her in the direction of the front door. The 
impetus was so great that she, although seeing her peril, 
could not act sufficiently as a brake on her impetuous com- 
panion to avert the disaster. Another moment and they 
would have been in the street, amongst the traffic, a dis- 
turbing metcor, whizzing out of sight, had not they met 
the alarmed resistance of a considerable british family 
entering the front door as Kreisler bore down upon it. It 
was one of those large featureless human groups built up 
by a frigid and melancholy pair, uncannily fecund, during 
an interminable intercourse. They received this violent 
couple in their midst. The rush took Kreisler and his 
partner half-way through, and there they stood embedded 
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and unconscious for many seconds. The bntish family 
then, with great dignity, disgorged them, and moved on. 

The widow had come somewhat under the sudden 
fascination of Kreisler’s mood: she was really his woman, 
the goods, had he known it: she felt deliciously rapt in 
themidst of asimoom—she had nottwoconnected thoughts. 
All her worldly Victorian grace and good management of 
her fat had vanished: her face had become coarsened in 
those few breathless minutes. But she buzzed back again 
into the dance, and began a second mad, but this time 
merely circular, career. 

Kreisler took care to provide his actions with somc 
plausible air of purpose: thus: he was abominably short- 
sighted ; he had mistaken the front door for one lcading 
into the third room, merely! His burden, not in the best 
condition, was becoming moreand more puffed and heay icr- 
footed at every step. When satisficd with this part of his 
work, he led Mrs. Bevelage into a sort of improviscd con- 
servatory and talked about pawn-shops for ten minutes 
or so—in a mixture of french english and german. He 
then reconducted her, more dead than alive, to her seat, 
where he left her with great sweeps of his tall figure. 

He had during this incident regaincd his former m- 
passivity. He stalked away now to the conservatory once 
more, which he regarded as a suitable headquarters. 

Bertha had soon been called on to dance vigorously, 
without much intermission. In the convolutions of the 
dance, however, she matured a bold and new plan. Shc 
whirled and trotted with a preoccupied air. 

Would Tarr hear of all this? Now it was done she was 
alarmed. Also the Liepmann, the van Bencke’s attitude 
towards the Kreisler kissing was a prospect that cowed her 
as she got used to it. Undoubtedly she must secure her- 
self. The plan she hit on offered a ‘ noble’ réle that she 
would, in any circumstances, have found irresistible. 

Her scheme was plain and clever: she would simply 
‘tell the truth.’ This 1s how the account would go. 

‘She had recognized something distracting in Kreisler’s 
life, in short the presence of crisis. On an wmpulse, she had 
offered him her sympathy. He had taken up her offer 
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immediately but in the brutal manner already seen. (One 
against him: twoforher!) Suchlurid sympathy he claimed. 
She was sorry for him still, but he was very brutal.’ 

So she jogged out her strategies with theatrically ab- 
stracted face and rolling eyes. 

At this point of her story she would hint, by an am- 
biguous hesitation, that she, in truth, had been ready even 
for this sacrifice : had made it, if her hearers wished ! She 
would imply rather that from modesty—not wanting to 
appear too ‘ noble ’—she refrained from telling them the 
whole truth. 

For such a confession it is true she had many precedents. 
Only a week ago Friulein van Bencke herself, inflating her 
stout handsome person, had told them that while in Berlin 
she had allowed a young painter to ‘kiss’ her: she be- 
lieved ‘ that the caresses of a pure woman would be helpful 
to him at that juncture of his life.” But this had not been, 
it was to be supposed, in the middle of the street : no one 
had ever seen, or ever would see, the young painter in 
question, or the kiss. 

Busy with these plans, Bertha had not much time to 
notice Kreisler’s further deportment. She came across 
him occasionally, and keyed her solid face into an intimate 
flush and such mask as results from any sickly physical 
straining. ‘Poor Mensch! Poor luckless Mensch!’ was 
the idea. 

Soltyk surprised one anglo-saxon partner after another 
with his wonderful english—unnecessarily like the real 
thing. He exhibited no signs of pleasure (except as much 
as was testified to by his action, merely) at this sort of 
astonishment. 

Only twice did Kreisler observe him with Anastasya. 
On those occasions he could not, on the strength of what 
he saw, pin him down as arival. Yet he was thirsting for 
conventional figures. His melancholy could only be satis- 
fied by active things, unlike itself. Soltyk’s self-possession, 
his ready social accomplishment, depressed Kreisler: for 
it was not in his nature to respect those qualities, yet he 
felt they were what he had always lacked. The Russian 
was, more distantly, an attribute of Vokt. How it would 


PART Ili 145 


satisfy him to dig his fingers into that flesh, and tear it like 
thick cloth! He Otto Kreisler was ‘ for it’: he was down 
and out (revolutionary motif): he was being assisted off 
the stage by this and by that. Why did he not shout ? 
He longed to act: the rusty machine had a thirst for action. 

Soltyk liked his soul to be marked with little delicate 
wounds and wistfulnesses : he enjoyed an understanding, 
a little melancholy, with a woman : they would just divine 
in each other possibilities of passion, that was yet too 
‘ lasse ’ and sad to rise to the winding of Love’s horns that 
were heard; nevertheless, in a décor Versaillesque and 
polonais. They were people who looked forward as others 
look back : they would say farewell to the future as most 
men gaze upon the past. At the most they played the 
slight dawning and disappearing of passion, cutting, fas- 
tidiously, all the rest of the piece. So he was often found 
with women, But for Anastasya, Soltyk was one of her 
many impresarios, who helped her on to and off the scene 
of Life. He bored her completely, they had something 
equivalent to pleasant business relations : she had recog- 
nized at once his merits as an impresario. There could 
not therefore have been less material for passion: even 
Kreisler was nonplussed. He was surrounded by un- 
responsive shapes. 

Conventional figures of drama lacked: Kreisler had in 
fact got into the wrong company. But he conformed for the 
sake of the Invisible Audience haunting life : he emulated 
the mattcr-of-factness and aplomb that impressed him in 
the others: so far indeed was he successful in this that the 
Audience took some time to notice him—the vein of scandal 
running through an otherwise dull performance. 


* 
In the conservatory he dug himself in by a cleverly 
arranged breastwork of chairs. From thence he issued 
forth on various errands. All his errands showed the 
gusto of the logic of his personality : he might indeed have 
been enjoying himself. He invented outrage that was 
natural to him, and enjoyed slightly the licence and scope 
of his indifference. 
At the first sortie he observed a rather congested, flushed 
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and spectacled young woman, her features set in a spasm 
ofduty. It was a hungry sex in charge of a flustered auto- 
maton. Having picked her for a partner, he gained her 
confidence by his scrupulous german politeness. But he 
soon got to work. While marking time in a crush, he 
disengaged his hand and appeared to wish to alter the lie 
of her bosom, very apologetically and holding her tight 
with the other hand. 

‘Excuse me! it’s awkward—. More to the left—so! 
Clumsy things and some women are so proud of them! 
(No: I’m sure you ’re not!) No. Allow me. Let it 
hang to the left!’ The young lady, very red, and snort- 
ing almost in his face, escaped brusquely from his clutch 
and fled towards her nearest friends. 

Several young women, and notably a flapper, radiant 
with heavy inexperience and loaded with bristling bronze 
curls, he lured into the conservatory. They all came out 
with scarlet faces: but that did not prevent others from 
following him in. 

For the first hour he paid no attention to Anastasya : he 
prosecuted his antics as though he had forgotten all about 
her. He knew she was there and left her alone, even in 
thought ; he hid coquettishly behind his solemn laughter- 
in-action, the pleasant veil of his hysteria, Anastasya was 
no longer of the least importance : he had realized that she 
had been all along a mere survival of days when such in- 
dividuals mattered. Now he was en pleine abstraction—a 
very stormy and concrete nothingness. 

At length he became generally noticed in the room, 
although there were a great many people present. The last 
flapper had screamed and had escaped at the gallop. He 
had even been observed for a moment, an uncouth faun, in 
pursuit, in the flowery mouth of the conservatory. Frau- 
lein Liepmann hesitated now. She thought at length that 
he was insane. In speaking to him and getting him re- 
moved if necessary, a scandalous scene was almost certain 
to occur. 


Again the tall, and in spite of the studied dishevelment, 
still preternaturally ‘ correet,’ satyric form appeared upon 
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the threshold of the conservatory.—An expectant tremor 
invaded several backs. But on this occasion he just 
stalked round on a tour of inspection, as though to see that 
all was going along as it should. Heavily and significantly 
he stared at those young ladies who had been his partners, 
when he came across them: one he abruptly stopped in 
front of and gazed at severely. She did not denounce him 
but blushed and even tittered. He left this exhibition of 
cynicism in disgust, and returned to his conservatory. 

In his deck chair, his head stretched back, glasses hori- 
zontal and facing the ceiling, he considered the graceless 
Hamlet that he was. 

‘Go to a nunnery, Widow !’ 

He should have been saying that to his Ophelia. He 
hiccuped. Why did he not go to her ?—contact was the 
essential thing: his thoughts returned to Anastasya. He 
must bare her soul. If he could insult her enough she 
would be bare-souled. There would be the naked wetbliche 
Seele. Then he would spit on it. Soltyk however offered 
a conventional target for violence: Soltyk was evading him 
with his indifference. Soltyk! What should be done with 
Soltyk ? Why (a prolonged and stormily rising ‘ why ’), 
there was no difficulty about that. He got up from his 
chair, and walked deliberately and quickly into the central 
room gazing fiercely to right and left. But Soltyk was 
nowhere to be seen. 

The dancers were circling rapidly past with athletic 
elation, talking in the way people do when they are work- 
ing. Their intelligences floated and flew above the waves 
of these graceful exercises, but with frequent drenchings, 
as it were. Each new pair of dancers seemed coming 
straight for him : their voices were loud, a hole was cut out 
of the general noise, as it were opening a passage into it. 
The two or three instruments behind the screen of palms 
produced the necessary measures to keep this throng of 
people careering, like the spoon stirring in a saucepan: ' it 
stirred ,and stirred and they jerked and huddled insipidly 
round and round, in sluggish currents with small eddies 
here and there. 

Kreisler was drawn up short at the first door and had to 
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flatten himself against the wall for a moment. He was 
just advancing again to work his way round to the next 
exit when he caught sight of Anastasya dancing with (he 
supposed) some Englishman. He stopped, paralysed by 
her appearance: the part she had played in present events 
gave her a great prestige in his image-life: when in the 
flesh she burst into his dream she still was able to disturb 
everything for a moment. Now he stood like somebody 
surprised in a questionable act. The next moment he was 
furious at this interference. She and her partner stood in 
his way : he took her partner roughly by the arm, pushing 
him against her, hustling him, fixing him with his eye. He 
passed beyond them then, through the passage he had 
made. The young man handled in this manner, shy 
and unprompt, stared after Kreisler with a ‘ What the 
devil !’—People are seldom rude in England. Kreisler, 
without apology, but as if waiting for more vigorous ex- 
postulation, was also looking back, while he stepped slowly 
along the wall towards the door beyond—the one leading 
to the refreshment room. 

Anastasya freed herself at once from her partner, and 
pale and frowning (but as though waiting) was looking 
after Kreisler curiously. Shewould have liked him to stop. 
Ife had donc something strange and was as suddenly going 
away. That was unsatisfactory. They looked at each 
other without getting any farther, he showed no sign of 
stopping: she continued to stare. She burst out laughing. 
They had clashed (like people in the dance). The contact 
had been brought about. He was still as surprised at his 
action as she was. Anastasya felt too, in what way this had 
been contact : she felt his hand on her arm as though it had 
been she he had seized. Something difficult to understand 
and which should have been alarming, the sensation of the 
first tugs of the maelstrom he was producing and conduct- 
ing all by himself which required her for its heart she had 
experienced: and then laughed, necessarily; once one was 
in that atmosphere, like laughing gas with its gusty tick- 
ling, it could not be helped. 

Now this rough figure of comic mystery disappeared in 
the doorway, incapable of explaining anything. She 
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shivered nervously as she grasped her partner’s arm again, 
at this merely physical contact. ‘What’s the matter 
with that chap ? ’—her partner asked, conscious of the 
lameness of this question. Elsewhere Kreisler was now a 
subject of conversation. ‘ Herr Kreisler is behaving very 
strangely. Do you think he’s been drinking ? ’ Fraulein 
Liepmann asked Eckhart. 

Eckhart was a little drunk himself: he took a very 
decided view of Kreisler’s case. 

‘Comme toute la Pologne! as drunk as the whole of 
Poland!’ he affirmed. He only gave it as an opinion, 
with no sign of particular indignation: he was beaming 
with greedy generosity at his Great Amoureuse. 

‘Ah! here he comes again !’ said Fraulein Liepmann at 
the door. 


So Kreisler disappeared in the doorway after the ‘ con- 
tact’; he passed through the refreshment room. In a 
small chamber beyond he sat down by an open window. 

When Anastasya had laughed Kreisler’s mner life had 
for a moment been violently disturbed. He could not 
respond, or retaliate, the door being in front of him he 
vanished, as Mephistopheles might sink with suddenness 
into the floor at the receipt of some affront, to some 
sulphurous ‘regions beneath, in a second— come to a stop 
alone, upright—stick his fingers in his mouth nearly biting 
them in two, his eyes staring : so stand stock-still, breath- 
less and haggard for some minutes: then shoot up again, 
head foremost, in some other direction, like some darting 
and skulking fish, to the face of the earth. Kreisler sat on 
staring in front of him, quite forgetful where he was and how 
long he had sat there, in the midst of a hot riot of thoughts. 

Suddenly he sat up and looked about him like a man who 
has been asleep for whom work is waiting; with certain 
hesitation he rose and again made for the door. Glancing 
reflectively and solemnly about he perceived the widow 
talking to alittle reddish Englishman. He bore down upon 
them with courtly chicken-like undulations. 

‘ May I take the widow away for a little ?’ he asked her 
companion. 
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(He always addressed her as ‘ Widow’: all he said to her 
began with a solemn ‘ Widow!’ occasionally alternating 
with ‘ Derelict!’ All uttered in a jumbled tongue, it lost 
most of its significance.) 

On being addressed the small Briton gave the britannic 
equivalent of a jump—a sudden moving of his body and 
shuffling of his feet, still looking at the floor, where he had 
cast his eyes as Kreisler approached. 

‘What? I—.’ 

‘Widow ! permit me—’ Kreisler said and encircled her 
with a heavy arm. 

Manipulating her with a leisurely gusto, he circled into 
the dance. 

The band was playing the ‘ Merry Widow ’ waltz. 

‘ Merry Widow!’ he said smilingly to his partner. 
°Yes!’ shaking his head at her roguishly: ‘ merry 
Widow !’ 

The music fumbled in a confused mass of memory, all it 
managed to bring to light was a small cheap photograph, 
taken at a Bauern Ball, with a flat german student’s cap. 
He saw this solemn lad with pity, this early Otto. Their 
hostess also was dancing: Kreisler remarked her with a 
wink of recognition. Dancing very slowly, mournfully 
even, he and his partner bumped into her each time as they 
passed: each time it was a deliberate collision. Thud 
went the massive buffers of the two ladies. The widow 
felt the impact, but it was only at the third round that she 
perceived the method presiding at these bumps. She then 
realized that they were without fail about to collide with 
the other lady once more: the collision could not be 
avoided, but she shrank away, made herself as small as 
possible, bumped gently and apologized over her shoulder, 
with asmileand screwing up of the eyes, full of dumb worldly 
significance. At the fourth turn of the room, however, 
Kreisler having increased her speed sensibly, she was on 
her guard. In fact she had already suggested that she 
should be taken back to her seat. He pretended to be 
giving their hostess a wide berth this time ; then suddenly 
and gently he swerved and bore down upon her. The 
widow frantically veered, took a false step, tripped over her 
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dress of state, tearing it in several places, and fell to the 
ground. They caused a circular undulating commotion 
throughout the neighbouring dancers, like a stone falling 
in a pond. 

Several people bent down to help Mrs. Bevelage. 
Kreisler’s assistance was angrily dispensed with, the widow 
was roused at last : she scrambled to her feet and limped 
to the nearest chair, followed by a group of sympathizers. 

‘ Who is he ?’ 

* He ’s drunk.’ 

* What happened ? ’ 

‘He ought to be turned out!’ people exclaimed who 
had witnessed the accident. 

With great dignity Herr Otto Kreisler regained the con- 
servatory. As he lay stretched in his chair Friulein Liep- 
mann, alone, appeared before him and said in a tight, 
breaking voice, 

‘I think Herr Kreisler you would do well now, as you 
have done nothing all evening but render yourself objec- 
tionable, to relieve us of yr31r company.’ 

He sat up frowning. 4 

*I don’t understand yu !’ 

‘I suppose you ’re drunk. I hope so, for—.’ 

‘You hope I’m drunk, Fraulein?’ he asked in an 
astonished voice. 

He reclined at full length again. 

‘A lady I was dancing with fell over’ he remarked 
‘owing entirely to her own clumsiness and intractability.— 
But perhaps she was drunk, I never thought of that. Of 
course that explains it.’ 

* So you ‘re not going ? ’ 

* Certainly Friulein—when you go! We'll go together.’ 

*Schurke!’ Hurling hotly this epithet at him—her 
breath had risen many degrees in temperature at its pas- 
sage, and her breast heaved in dashing it out (as though, in 
fact, the word ‘ Schurke ’ had been the living thing, and 
she were emptying her breast of it violently)—she left the 
room. His last exploit had been accomplished in a half- 
disillusioned condition. The evening had been a failure 
from his point of view. Everything had conspired to 
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cheat him of the violent relief he required ; his farcing 
proceeded because he could think of nothing else to do. 
Anastasya laughing had disorganized ‘imaginary life’ at 
@ promising juncture. He told himself now without con- 
viction that he hated her. ‘Ich hasse dich! Ich hasse 
dich !’ he hissed over to himself, enjoying the wind of the 
‘hasse’’ in his moustaches but otherwise not very im- 
pressed. His sensuality had been somewhat stirred: he 
wanted to kiss her now: he must get his mouth on hers 
he told himself juicily and fiercely ; he must revel in the 
laugh, where it grew! She was a fatal woman: she was 
in fact evidently the Devil. 

He began thinking about her with a slow moistening of 
the lips. ‘I shall possess her!’ he said to himself, seeing 
himself in the rdle of the berserker warrior, ravening and 
irresistible : the use of the word shall in that way was 
enough. 

But this infernal dance! He was no longer romantic- 
ally ‘ desperate,’ but bored with his useless position there. 
His attention was now concentrated on a practical issue, 
that of the ‘ possession ’ of Anastasya though even that 
depended on a juicy vocabulaiy, hissed in the form of an 
incantation and he lost sight of it the moment he ceased 
deliberately to attend to it. 

He was tired as though he had been dancing the whole 
evening. Getting up, he threw his cigarette away; he 
even dusted his coat a little with his hand. He then, not 
being able to get at the white patch on the shoulder, took 
it off and shook it. A large grey handkerchief was used 
to flick his boots with. 

‘So!’ he grunted, smartly shooting on his coat. 

The central room, when he got into it, appeared a differ- 
ent place : people were standing about and waiting for the 
next tune. He had become a practical man, surrounded 
by facts: but he was much more worried and tired than 
at the beginning of the evening. 

To get away was his immediate thought. But he felt 
hungry : he made for the refreshment room. On the same 
side as the door, a couple of feet to the right, was a couch : 
the improvised trestle-bar with the refreshments ran the 
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length of the opposite wall: the room was quict and 
almost empty. Out of the tail of his eye, as he entered, he 
became conscious of something. He turned towards the 
couch : Soltyk and Anastasya were sitting there, and look- 
ing at him with the abrupt embarrassment people show 
when an absentee under discussion suddenly appears. He 
flushed and was about to turn back to the door. This 
humiliating full-stop beneath their eyes must be wiped out 
at once: he walked on steadilv to the bar, with a truculent 
swagger. 

A consciousness of his physique beset him: the outcast 
feeling returned in the presence of these toffs—class-inferi- 
ority-feeling beset him. He must be leisurely: he was 
leisurely. He thought when he stretched his hand out to 
take his cup of coffee that it would never reach it. He felt 
a crab dragged out of its hole, which was in this case per- 
haps the conservatory. Inactive, he was ridiculous: he 
had not reckoned on being watched. This was a fiasco : 
here he was posing nude for Anastasya and the Russian. 

He munched sandwiches without the faintest sense of 
their taste. Suddenly conscious of an awkwardness in 
his legs, he changed his position : his arms were ludicrously 
disabled. The sensation of standing neck-deep in horrid 
filth beset him. The noise of the dancing began again and 
filled the room : this purified things somewhat. 

But his anger kept rising. He stood there deliberately 
longer now : in fact on and on, almost in the same position. 
She should wait his pleasure till he liked to turn round, and 
—then. He allowed her laughter to accumulate on his 
back, like a coat of mud. In his illogical vision he felt 
her there behind him laughing and laughing interminably. 
Soltyk was sharing it of course. More and more his 
laughter became intolerable: the traditional solution again 
presented itself. Laugh! Laugh! He would stand there 
letting the debt grow, they might gorge themselves upon 
his back. The attendant behind the bar began observing 
him with severe curiosity: he had stood in almost the 
same position for five minutes and kept staring darkly past 
her, very red in the face. 

Then suddenly a laugh burst out behind him—a blow, 
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full of insult, in his ears ;: he nearly jumped off the ground : 
after his long immobility the jump was of the last drollery : 
fists clenched, his face emptied of every drop of colour, in 
the mere action he had almost knocked a man standing 
beside him off his feet. The laugh, for him, had risen with 
tropic suddenness, a simoom of intolerable offence : it had 
swept him from stem to stern, or whirled him completely 
round rather, inasecond. A young english girl, already 
terrified at Kreisler’s appearance, and a man, almost as 
much so, stood open-mouthed in front of him. As to 
Anastasya and Soltyk, they had entirely disappeared, long 
before in all probability. 

To find that he had been struggling and perspiring in the 
grasp of a shadow, was a fresh offence merely. It counted 
against the absentees but even more it swelled the debt 
against a more terrible, abstract, antagonist. He had been 
again beating the air: this should have been a climax—of 
blows, hard words, definite things. But still there was 
nothing. 

He smiled, rather hideously, at the two english people 
near him and walked away. All he wanted now was to get 
away from the English Club as soon as possible, this ill- 
fated Club. 

While making towards the vestibule he was confronted 
again with Fraulein Liepmann. 

‘Herr Kreisler, I wish to speak to you’ he heard her 
say. 
‘Go to the devil !’ he answered in a muffled voice, with- 
out paying more attention. Her voice bawled suddenly in 
his ear : 

‘ Besotted fool ! if you don’t go at once I'll get—. 

Turning on her like lightning, with exasperation per- 
fectly meeting hers, his right hand threatening, quickly 
raised towards his left shoulder, he shouted with a crashing 
distinctness : 

* Lass’ mich doch, gemeine alte Sau ! ’ 

The hissing, thunderous explosion was the last thing in 
teutonic virulence : the muscles all seemed gathered up at 
his ears like reins, the flesh tightened and white round his 
mouth, everything contributed to the effect, 
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Fraulein Liepmann took several steps back : with equal 
quickness Kreisler turned away, rapped upon the counter, 
while the attendant looked for his hat ; then passed out of 
the club. Fraulein Liepmann was left with the heavy, un- 
forgettable word ‘sow ’ deposited in her boiling spirit, that, 
boil as it might, would hardly reduce this word to tender- 
ness or digestibility. Sow, common-old-sow—the words 
went on raging through her spirit like a herd of Gadarene 
Swine. 


PART IV 


A JEST TOO DEEP FOR LAUGHTER 
Chapter 1 


Wr a little scratching (as the concierge pushed it 
with her finger-tips) with the malignity of a little, 
quiet, sleek animal, the letter from Germany crept under 
the door the next morning. It lay there through the 
silence of the next hour or two, until Kreisler woke. Suc- 
ceeding to his first brutal farewells to his dreams, no hopes 
leapt upon his body, a magnificent stallion’s, uselessly 
refreshed : big and limp, upon his back, he had no desire to 
move his limbs. Soon he saw the letter across the room, 
quiet, unimportant, rather matter-of-fact and sly. 

Kreisler felt it an indignity to have to open this letter : 
until his dressing was finished it remained where it was. 
He might have been making some person wait. Then he 
took it up and, opening it, drew out, between his forefinger 
and thumb, the cheque: this he deposited with as much 
contempt as possible and a pfut of the best upon the 
extreme edge of his washhand stand. He turned to the 
letter: he read the first few lines, pumping at a cigarette, 
reducing it mathematically to ash. Cold fury entered his 
mind with a bound at the first words. 

‘Here is your monthly cheque, but it is the last—.’ 

They were the final words giving notice of a positive 
stoppage : this month’s money was sent to enable him to 
settle up his affairs and come to Germany at once. 

He read the first three lines over and over, going no 
further, although the news begun in these first lines was 
developed throughout the two pages of the letter. Then 
he put it down beside the cheque, and crushing it under 
his fist, said monotonously to himself, without much more 
feeling than the sound of the word contained : ‘ Schwein. 
Schwein. Schwein !’ 

He got up and pressed his hand upon his forehead ; it was 
wet : he put his hands in his pockets and one of these came 
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into contact with a fifty-centime piece. He took his hands 
out again slowly, went to his box and underneath an old 
dressing-gown found writing paper and envelopes. Then, 
referring to his father’s letter for the date, he wrote the 
following lines : 

‘7th June 19-- 


* Str,—I shall not return as you suggest, not in person, 
but my body will no doubt be sent to you about the 
middle of next month. I{—keeping to your decision— 
no money is sent, it being impossible to live without 
money, I shall on the seventh of July, this day next 
month, shoot myself. 

* Otto ADOLF KREISLER.’ 


Within half an hour this was in the post: then he went 
and had breakfast with more tranquillity and relish than he 
had known for many days. He sat up stiffly at his Café 
table. He smacked his lips as he drank. The coffee was 
very hot. 

He had come to a respectable decision : his revolt of the 
night before had been the reverse of that. Death-—like a 
monastery—was before him, with equivalents of a slight 
shaving of the head, a handful of vows, some desultory 
farewells : there would be something like the disagreeable- 
ness of a dive for one not used to deep water. His life 
might almost have been regarded as a long and careful pre- 
paration for voluntary death, or self-murder. 

Instead of rearing pyramids against Death, if you im- 
agine some more uncompromising race meeting its obses- 
sion by means of an unparalleled immobility in life, a race 
of statues, in short, throwing flesh in Death’s path instead 
of basalt, there you would have a people among whom 
Kreisler would have been much at home. 


Chapter 2 


N a large fluid but nervous handwriting, the following 
letter lay, read, Bertha still keeping her large blue ox- 
eye upon it from a distance: 


* DEAR BERTHA,—I am writing at the Gare St. Lazare, 
on my way to England. You have made things much 
easier for me in one way of course, but more difficult in 
another. (I may mention that the whimsical happenings 
between you and your absurd countryman in full moon- 
light are known to me: they were recounted with a 
wealth of detail that left nothing to the imagination. I 
don’t know whether that little red-headed bitch—the 
colour of Iscariot, so perhaps she is—is a friend of yours ? 
Kreisler! I was offered an introduction to him the 
other day, which I refused : it seems he has introduced 
himself.) Before, I had contemplated retiring to a little 
distance for the purpose of reflection : this last coup of 
yours necessitates a much further withdrawal—a couple 
of hundred miles at least, I have judged: and as far as 
I can see I shall be some months—say ten—away. You 
are now a free woman (is that right ?) Let your new 
exploit develop naturally, nght up to fiancazlles, or else- 
where I mean. I release you, Bertha. But for God’s 
sake get married quickly. It’s all up with you other- 
wise. My address for the next few months will be 10 
Waterford Street, London, W.C.—Yours, 

* SORBETT.’ 


Sorbert was his second name; and Sorbett or Sherbet 
his nom d'amour: he spelt it with two T’s because his 
fiancée had never disciplined herself to suppress final con- 
sonants. 

Bertha was in her little kitchen. It was near the front 
door: next to it was her studio or salon, then bedroom : 
along a passage at right angles the rooms rented by Clara 
Vamber, her friend. 

The letter had been laid upon the table, by the side of 
which stood the large gas-stove, its gas stars blasting away 
luridly at sky-blue saucepans with Bertha’s breakfast. 
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While attending to the eggs and coffee, she gazed over her 
arm reflectively at the letter : it was a couple of inches too 
far away for her to be able to read it. 

Ten minutes before the postman had hurled it in at the 
door. It was now four days after the dance, and since she 
had last seen Tarr. On this particular morning she had 
‘felt’ he would turn up. ‘ Could he have heard anything 
about the Kreisler incident ?’ she had speculated :—the 
possibility of this was terrifying! But perhaps it would 
be as wellifhe had. It might at any future time crop up : 
she would tell him if he had not already heard : he should 
hear it from her! The great boulevard-sacrifice of the 
other night had appeared folly long ago: but so peculiarly 
free from any form of spite, she did not feel unkindly 
towards Kreisler, poor devil, that would be absurd. She 
would take the blame herself. 

So Sorbert had been expected to breakfast, on the au- 
thority of intuition ; bread was being fried in fat. What 
manner of man would appear, how far informed—or if not 
informed, still all their other difficulties were there in- 
evitably were they not, enough to goon with. Could fried 
toast and honey play a part in such troubles? Ach! 
troubles often reduced themselves to fried bread and 
honey: they could sow troubles, why not help to quell 
troubles ? She had had a second intuition however that 
he knew: not knowing how stormy their interview might 
be (and the stormier the better of course—it might all 
along have been just that storm that they had needed !) 
she neglected no minute precautions, any more than the 
sailor would neglect to stow away even the smallest of his 
sails at the sulky approach of a simoom.—The simoom, 
however, had left her becalmed and taken the train for 
Dieppe instead of coming in her direction ! 


Chapter 3 


Bax went on turning the bread over in the pan, 
taking the butter from its paper and dropping it into 
its earthenware dish: rinsing and wiping cutlery and 
plates, regulating the gas. Frequent truculent exclama- 
tions spluttered out if anything went wrong: ‘ Verdammte 
Ziindhdlzchen !’ ‘Donnerwetter!’ She employed the oaths 
of Goethe which had become rakish and respectable; one 
eyebrow was raised in humorous reflective irritation. She 
would flatten the letter out and bend down to examine a 
sentence, stopping her cooking for a moment. 

‘Salaud!’ she exclaimed, after having read the letter all 
through again, putting it down. She turned with coquet- 
tish contemptuousness to her frying-pan. Clara’s door 
opened, and Bertha crumpled the letter into her pocket. 
Clara entered sleepy-eyed and affecting ill-humour. Her 
fat body was a softly distributed burden, which she carried 
with aplomb: she had a gracefully bumpy forehead, a 
nice whistling mouth—a nest of plump tissue, soft, good 
and discreet grey eyes. The Library of the Place Saint- 
Sulpice was where she spent her days. 

‘ Na ja also, lass mich in Ruhe denn! Attend to your 
cooking!’ she shouted as Bertha began her customary play- 
ful greetings. Bertha always was conscious of her noise, 
of shallowness and worldliness : this shrewd, slow, mono- 
syllabic bookworm brought out all that was worst in her : 
she wanted to caper round it, inviting it to cumbrous play, 
like a small flippant mongrel around a mastiff. She was 
much more femme, she said, but Clara did not regard this 
as an attainment, she knew. Being femme had taken up 
so much of her energy and life that she could not expect 
to be so complete in other ways as Clara however, Clara 
would occasionally show impatience at Bertha’s skittish- 
ness : a gruff man-like impatience entering grimly into the 
man-part, but claiming at the same time its prerogatives. 

‘Clara, Soler has told me to send a picture to the Salon 
d’Automne.’ 

Ob!’ Clara was not impressed by success : the large 
insensitive poster-landscapes of her companion had been 
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removed from her walls. She was preparing her own 
breakfast and jostled Bertha, usurping more than half the 
table. Bertha delighted, retorted with trills of shrill in- 
dignation. She recaptured the positions lost by her plates. 
Her breakfast ready she carried it into her room, pretend- 
ing to be offended with Clara. 

Breakfast over she wrote to Tarr. The letter was 
written quite easily and directly : the convention of her 
passion was so triumphantly fixed that there was no 
scratching out or hesitation. ‘I feel so far away from 
you ’—there was nothing more to be said; as it had been 
said often before, it came promptly to the pen. All the 
feeling that could find expression was fluent large and 
assured, like the handwriting. It never questioned the 
adequacy of these conventional forms. 

‘Let Englishmen thank their stars—the good stars of 
the Northmen and early seamen—that they have such 
stammering tongues and such a fierce horror of grandilo- 
quence. They are still true in their passion because they 
are afraid, like children.’ 

This passage, from an article in the English Review, Tarr 
had shown to Bertha with great relish. She relished it too, 
as the national antithesis, she knew, was very interesting 
to this schoolboy. She agreed that Englishmen were very 
strong and silent. 

On the receipt of Tarr’s letter she had felt, to begin with, 
very indignant and depressed. That he should have had 
the strength to go away without coming to sce her was 
disquieting and unexpectcd. So her letter began with a 
complaint about that. He had at last gone off, with the 
first likelihood of permanence since they had known each 
other. Despite her long preparation, and although she 
had been the immediate cause of it, she was mortified at 
her success. 

The Kreisler episode had been for her own private edi- 
fication : she would free Sorbert by an act, in a sort of 
impalpable way : it had not been destined for publicity. 
The fact of the women surprising Kreisler and herself had 
destroyed the perspective. Tarr was not only in the right 
this time, but he had witnesses to confirm the justice of 
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his action. To end nobly, on her own initiative, had been 
the idea ; to make a last sacrifice to Sorbert in leaving him 
irrevocably, as she had sacrificed her feelings all along in 
allowing their engagement to be indefinitely protracted : 
and now, instead, everything had been turned into ques- 
tionable meanness: she got no credit anywhere for her 
noble action. 

She wrote her letter quite easily, as usual, but she did 
not, most unusually, believe in its efficacy. She even 
wrote it a trifle more easily than usual for that reason : its 
fluency secmed too fluent even to her. She rose a little 
startled from the table, and for some minutes held it 1n her 
hand, about to tear 1t up. But instead she sealed up the 
letter, sat down and addressed 1t. 

In the drawer where she was putting Sorbert’s latest 
letter away were some old ones. A letter of the year be- 
fore she took out and read. With its two sentences it was 
more cruel and had more meaning than the one she had 
just received :— 

* Put off that ttle Beaver woman. Let ’s be alone.’ 

It was a note she had received on the eve of an expedi- 
tion to a village near Paris. She had promised to take a 
girl down with them. She was to show her the place, its 
hotel and the shetchable woods at the back. The girl had 
seen the place in her slashing bold and buxom canvases 
and so they had come to talk about it. The Beaver girl 
had not been taken : Sorbert and she had spent the night 
at an inn on the outskirts of the forest. They had come 
back in the train next day without speaking, having quar- 
relled in the inn. Wild regret for him suddenly struck her 
a series of sharp blows: she started crying again, quickly 
and vehemently. 

The whole morning her methodic dusting and arranging 
depressed her. What was she doing it for? At four 
o’clock in the afternoon, as often happened, she was still in 
her dressing-gown and had not yet had lunch. 

The femme de menage came at eight every morning, doing 
Clara’s rooms first. Bertha was in the habit of talking 
about Sorbert with Madame Vannuer. 

‘Mademorselle est triste?’ this good woman said, 
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noticing her dejection. ‘C’est encore Monsieur Sorbert 
qui vous a fait du chagrin ? ’ 

‘Qui madame, il est un salaud!’ Bertha replied, half 
crying. 
_ ‘Oh, il ne faut pas dire ga, mademoiselle : comment, il 
est un salaud?’ Madame Vannier worked silently with the 
quiet thud of felt slippers. Work was not without dignity 
for her. Bertha was playing at life. She admired and 
liked this handsome open-handed young german child of 
Fortune—she was clean, and educated. Monsieur Tarr 
was too young for her, though : also too dirty. 

At two Madame Vannier took the letter to the post. 
She remarked that the address was London, England. 
She gave her head a slight toss. 


Chapter 4 


| Sees friends looked for her elsewhere, nowadays, 
than at her rooms: Tarr was always likely to be found 
there in impolite possession. She made them come as 
often as she could ; her coquetry as regards her carefully 
arranged rooms demanded numerous visitors: so it now 
suffered in the midst of her lonely tastefulness. 

Since the dance none of her women friends had come to 
see her. She had spent an hour or two with them at the 
Restaurant however. At the dance itself she had kept 
rather apart : dazed, after a shock, and needing self-collec- 
tion, was the line indicated by her sinewy but mournful 
movements. Her account of things could not of course be 
blurted out, it had to grow out of circumstances. Indeed as 
long a time as possible must be allowed to elapse before she 
referred to it directly. It must almost seem as though she 
were going to say nothing; impressive silence—nothing. 
Their minds, accustomed to her silence, would, when it 
came, find the explanation all the more impressive. 

At aCafé after the dance her account of the thing flowered 
grudgingly. They were as yet at the stage of exclamations. 

‘He came there on purpose to create a disturbance. 
Whatever for, I wonder ! ’ 

‘ I expect it was the case of Fraulein Fuchs over again.’ 
(Kreisler had, on a former occasion, paid his court to a lady 
of this name, with resounding unsuccess.) 

‘If I’d have known what was going on Id have dealt 
with him!’ said one of the men. 

‘ Didn’t you say he told a pack of lies, Renée—? ” 

Fraulein Liepmann had been sitting, her eyes fixed 
upon a tram near by, watching the people crawling in and 
out. The exclamations of her friends did not, it appeared, 
interest her. It would have been no doubt scandalous if 
Kreisler had not been execrated : but anything they could 
say was inadequate when measured with the ‘ gemeine alte 
Sau.’ The terrific corroding of that epithet (known only to 
her) made her sulky and impatient. 

Applied to in this way directly about the lies, she turned 
to the others slowly and said :-— 
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* Ecoutez—listen !’ leaning towards the greater number 
of them (seeming to say “it’s really simple enough, as 
simple as it is disagreeable : I am going to settle the ques- 
tion for you: let us then discuss it no more’). Her lips 
were a little white with fatigue, her eyes heavy with disgust 
at it all: fighting these things she however came to their 
assistance. 

* Listen: we none of us know anything about that man’ ; 
this was an unfortunate beginning for Bertha, as thoughts, 
if not eyes, would leap in her direction, and Fraulein Liep- 
mann even paused as though about to qualify this: ‘ We 
none of us, I think, want to know anything about him: 
therefore why this idiot—the last sort of beer-drinking brute 
—treated us tohis bestial and—and—despicable foolery—?’ 

Fraulein Liepmann shrugged her shoulders with con- 
temptuous indifference. 

* I assure you it is not one of the things that interest me 
to know why such brutes behave like that at certain times. 
I don’t see any mystery, for my part. Where is the mys- 
tery ? It seems odd to you does it that Herr KReEIsLer 
should be an offensive brute ?’ she eyes them a moment. 
* To me not!’ 

‘We do him far too much honour by discussing him, 
that ’s certain ’ said oneofthem. But Fraulein Liepmann 
had something further to say. 

‘ When one is attacked, one does not spend one’s time in 
considering why one is attacked, but in defending oneself. 
I am just fresh from the “ souillures de ce brute.” —If you 
knew the words he had addressed to me ! ’ 

Eckhart was getting very red, his eyes were shining, and 
he was moving rhythmically in his chair something like a 
steadily rising sea. 

* Where does he live, Fraulein ?’ he asked. 

* Nein, Eckhart: one could not allow anybody to embroil 
themselves with that useless brute.’ The ‘nem, Eckhart’ 
had been drawled fondly at once, as though that contin- 
gency had been weighed. It implied as well an ‘ of course’ 
for his red and dutiful face. ‘ I myself, if I meet him any- 
where, shall deal with him better than you could: this is 
one of the occasions for a woman—.’ 
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Bertha’s story had come uncomfortably and difficultly 
to flower. No one seemed to want to hear it. She wished 
she had not waited so long. But, the matter put in the 
hght given it by Fraulein Liepmann, she must not delay : 
she was, there was no question about it, in some sense re- 
sponsible for Kreisler. It was her duty to explain him : 
but now Fraulein Liepmann had put an embargo on ex- 
planations there were to be no more explanations. 

The subject was drawing perilously near the point where 
it would be dropped: Fraulem Liepmann was summing 
up, and doing the final offices of the law over the con- 
demned and already unspeakable Kreisler. No time was 
to be lost. The breaking in now involved inevitable con- 
flict of a sort with Fraulein Liepmann : for she was going 
to ‘say a word for Kreisler’ after Fraulem Liepmann’s 
address: (how much better it would have been before '). 

So at this point, looking up from the table, Bertha (hs- 
tened to with uncomfortable unanimity) began. She was 
smiling with an affectedly hesitating, timid and drooping 
face, the neighbourhood of her eyes suffused shghtly with 
blood, her hips purring the words a little — 

* Renée, I feel that I ought to say something—.’ 

Renée Liepmann turned towards her composedly. 

‘I had not meant to say anything—about what hap- 
pened to me, that 1s. I, as a matter of fact, have some- 
thing particularly to complain of. But I had nothing to 
say about it. Only, since you are all discussing it, I 
thought you might not quite understand if I didn’t—. I 
don’t think, Renée, that Herr Kreisler was quite in his 
right mind this evening. I may be wrong, but I must say, 
Renée, he doesn't strike me as méchant : I don’t think he 
was really accountable for his actions. Of course, I know 
no more about him than you do: this evening was the first 
tume I have ever exchanged more than a dozen words with 
him in my Infe and then should not have done so except 
for—.’ 

This was said in the sing-song of iit 15g re eye- 
brows lifted, and with little gestures of the hand. 

* He caught hold of me—lhke this’ she iad a violent 
snatching gesture all of a sudden at Fraulem Liepmann, 
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who did not like this attempt at intimidation and with- 
drew to a safe distance out of reach. ‘ He was kissing me 
when you came up’ turning to one or two of the others. 
This was said with dramatic pointedness, the ‘ kissing’ 
spat with a sententious brutality and a luscious disparting 
of the lips. 

‘We couldn’t make out whatever was happening—’ one 
of them began. 

*'When you came up I felt quite dazed: I didn’t feel 
that it was a man kissing me. He was mad, I’m sure he 
was. It was like being mauled by a brute!’ She shud- 
dered, with rather rolling eyes. ‘ He was a brute to-night 
—it was a brute we had with us to-night: he didn’t know 
what he was doing.’ 

They were all silent. Her view only differed from the 
official one in supposing that he was not always a brute. 
She had drawn up short: their silence became conscious 
and septic. They appeared as though they had not ex- 
pected her to stop speaking, and were like people surprised 
naked, with no time to cover themselves. 

*I think he ’s in great difficulties—it ’s money or some- 
thing: but all I know for certain is that he was really in 
need of somebody—.’ 

* But what makes you think, Bertha—’ one of the girls 
said, hesitating. 

* I let him in at Renée’s ; he looked very peculiar to me, 
didn’t you notice ? I noticed him first when I Jet him in.’ 

Anastasya Vasek was sitting with them: she had not 
joined in the Kreisler-palaver. With the air of a new- 
comer in some community, participating for the first time 
at one of their debates on a local and stock subject, she 
followed their remarks with a polite attention : Bertha she 
examined as a person would some particularly eloquent 
chief airing his views at a clan-meeting. 

‘I felt he was really in need of some hand to help him, 
he seemed just like a child.’ She sugared her gaze with the 
maternal illumination. ‘The poor man was ill as well— 
I thought he would drop—he can’t have eaten anything 
all day : Tam sure he hasn’t. He was walking slower and 
slower—that ’s how it was we were so far behind—he could 
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hardly totter along—when he had smoked a cigarette 
he went quicker—but he was light-headed all the time. 
I should have realized, Iknow—! It was my fault—what 
happened: at least—.’ 

The hungry touch had been an improvisation : she had 
then almost said ‘ until he had bought a packet of cigar- 
ettes * but saw just in time that that would draw the retort 
‘if he had the money to buy cigarettes, why not food ? ° 

‘You make him quite a romantic figure: I‘m afraid 
he ’s been working on your feelings my dear girl! I saw 
no signs of an empty stomach myself’ said Fraulein van 
Bencke. 

‘He refreshed himself extensively at the dance in any 
ease! You can put your mind at rest as to his present 
emptiness ’ Renée Liepmann said. 

The subject languished. The Liepmann had taken her 
stand on boredom: she was committed to the theory of 
the unworthiness of this discussion. Bertha’s speeches 
provoked no further comment : it was as if she had been 
putting in her little bit of abuse of the common enemy. 

The certain lowering of the vitality of the party when 
she came on the scene with her story offended Bertha, 
there should have been noise and movement. It was not 
quite the lifelessness of scepticism : but it bore an uncom- 
fortable resemblance to the manner of people listening to 
speeches they do not believe. She persevered, but her 
intervention had killed the topic and they merely waited 
until she had ended her war-dance upon its corpse. 

As to Tarr and the references to Iscariot in his letter, he 
had fallen in with the red-headed member of the party by 
chance : learning that he had not seen Bertha since the 
night of the ball with roguish pleasantness this girl had 
remarked that ‘he ’d better look after her better, why 
hadn’t he come to the dance with his fiancée ? Oh la la! 
the goings-on, the goings-on!’ Tarr had not understood. 

Bertha had had an adventure, he then was told; all of 
them, for that matter, had had an adventure, but especially 
Bertha.—Oh, Bertha would tell him all about it. But, 
upon Tarr insisting, Bertha’s adventure, in substance, had 
been told. 
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Now retrospectively. her friends insisted upon passing 
by the two remarkably unanimous-looking forms on the 
Boulevard, in stony silence: she shouted to them and 
kissed Kreisler loudly ; it was no use! They refused to 
take any notice. She sulked and kept to herself day after 
day. She would make a change in her life: she might go 
back to Germany; she might go to another quarter of 
Paris. To go on with her daily life as though nothing had 
happened was out of the question. A series of demonstra- 
tions were called for, of a fairly violent order. 

Her burly little clock struck four. Hurrying on reform- 
clothes, she went out toduy lunch. The dairy lay almost 
next door to Vallet’s restaurant. Crossing the road in 
front of the restaurant she caught sight of Kreisler’s 
steadily marching figure approaching. First she side- 
stepped and half turned: but the shop would be reached 
before they met, so she went on, with quickening step and 
downcast eye. But her eye, covertly observing him (cal- 
culating distances and speeds) saw him hesitate—evidently 
having just caught sight of her—and then turn down a side 
street nearly beside the dairy for which she was making. 
There was something depressing about this action of 
Kreisler’s, Even the pariahs fled from her. How alone 
she was in this world, mon Dieu! 


Chapter 5 


ut Herr Kreisler, on his side, had been only a few 

paces from his door when he caught sight of Bertha. 
As his changed route would necessitate a good deal of tire- 
some circling to bring him back practically to the spot from 
which he had started, he right-about-faced in a minute or 
two, the danger past, as he thought. The result was, that, 
as Bertha left the shop, there was Kreisler, approaching 
again, with the same fatal, martial monotony, almost in 
the same place as before. 

She was greeted affably, as though to say ‘ Caught ! both 
of us!’ He was under the impression, however, that she 
had lain in wait for him: he was so accustomed to think 
of her in that character. Had she been in full flight he 
would have imagined that she was only decoying him : she 
was a woman of that sort—one of the stickers ! 

‘How do you do? I’ve just been buying my lunch.’ 

‘So late ?’ 

‘I thought you'd left Paris!’ She had no information of 
this sort, but was inclined to rebuke him for not leaving Paris. 

‘I? Who told you that I should like toknow! I shall 
never leave Paris; at least—.’ 

There was a sudden wealth of enigmatic significance in 
this, said lightly—the heartbreak note—the colossal in- 
nuendo did not escape her, sensible to such nuances. 

‘ How are our fair friends ?’ asked he. 

*Qur—? Why Fraulein Liepmann I suppose you mean 
and—. Oh I haven't seen them since the other night.’ 

‘Indeed! Not since the other night— ?’ 

She made her silence swarm with unuttered thoughts, 
like a glassy shoal with innumerable fish : her eyes, even, 
stared and darted about, glassily. 

It was very difficult, now she had stopped, to get away : 
the part she had adopted with her friends, of Otto’s 
champion, seemed to have imposed itself on her. Her 
protégé could not be hurried away from exactly : the fact 
that he did not this time hurry away from her, even, had 
its weight. 

His more brutal instincts had latterly remained within 
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close call: even quite novel appetites had put in an appear- 
ance. The fact that she was a pretty girl did its work on 
a rather recalcitrant subject. 

Surely for a quiet ordinary existence pleasant little dis- 
tractions were suitable? The time had to be filled up 
somehow. 

Without any anxiety about it, he began to talk to 
Bertha with the idea of a subsequent meeting. Like other 
women, she no doubt had a—she no doubt had all—had 
what all—. He had avoided her not to be reminded of 
disquieting events: but she turned, as he stood in front of 
her, into a bit of comfort. What he particularly needed 
was a certain quietude, enlivened by healthy appetites. 

‘I was cracked the other night, quite potty! I’m not 
often in that state ’ he said. Bertha’s innuendoes had to 
receive recognition. 

‘I’m glad to hear that ’ she answered. 

To have been kissed was after all to have been kissed : 
Bertha threw a little fascination into her attitude—she 
flexed one knee, juiced her lips a little and cocked a serious 
eye into non-committal distances. 

‘I’m afraid I was rather rude to Fraulein Liepmann 
before leaving : did she speak about it ? ’ 

‘I think you were rude to everybody ! ’ 

* Ah well—.’ 

‘I must be going. My lunch—.’ 

‘Oh I’m so sorry, have I kept you from yourlunch? I 
was so glad to meet you—under more normal conditions | 
I had some things I wished to say to you. Ahem!’ He 
gave the stiff little cough of his student days. ‘I wonder 
if you nome procure me the extreme pleasure of seeing you 


Bertha looked at him in astonishment, taking in this 
sensational request. See Kreisler again! How—when 
—why ? The result as regards the Liepmann circle! This 
pleaded for Kreisler: it would be carrying out her story : 
this insistence upon it would destroy that subtle advantage, 
now possessed by her friends. Presented with rather 
the same compromising spectacle again they would be 
somewhat nonplussed! All the arguments in favour of 
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seeing more of Kreisler marshalled themselves with rapid- 
ity. In deliberately exposing herself to criticism, she 
would be effacing, in some sense, the extreme étnvoluntari- 
ness of the Boulevard incident. It was in a jump of 
defiance or ‘ carelessness,’ her mind’s eye on those cattish 
troublesome friends, that she exclaimed :— 

‘ Yes, of course, if you wish it! Why not!’ 

‘You like Cafés? There ’s such a good concert—.’ 

‘Good! Very well!’ she answered very quickly, in her 
trenchant tone, imparting all sorts of unnecessary mean- 
ings to her simple acceptance : she had answered as men 
accept a bet or the Bretons clinch a bargain in the fist. 
‘Certainly! Fine! Cafés! Schén. Thanks a thousand 
times. Good-bye! Auf wiedersehen !’ 

Kreisler was leisurely: he met her vehemence with 
sleepy amusement. 

* I should then like to go with you to the Café de |’Obser- 
vatoire to-morrow evening!’ He stood smiling down at 
her ‘ faraway ’ frowning ox-eye. ‘When can I meet you?’ 

* Will you come and fetch me at my house ? ’ 

Shivers went down her back as she said it. She was now 
thoroughly committed. She was delighted, or rather ex- 
cited. Each fresh step was a thrill. But the details had 
not been reckoned on : of course they would have to meet : 
Kreisler was like a physician conducting a little, unpleas- 
ant, operation, in an ironical, unhurrying way. 

‘Well it’s understood: we shall see each other to- 
morrow’ he said. With a smile of half raillery at her 
rather upset expression, he left her upon his invariable 
stiff bow, his hat held up in the air, derisively high. So 
much fuss about a little thing, such obstinacy in doing it ! 
What was it after all? Meeting him !—his smiling was 
only natural. She showed with too little disguise the 
hazardous quality, as she considered it, of this consent : 
she would wish him to feel the largeness of the motive that 
prompted her, and for him to participate too in the certain 
horror of meeting himself! Well well well! What a 
goose! A plump and pleasing goose, however! Yes! 
He marched away with the rather derisive smile still upon 
his face. 


Chapter 6 


ACK in her rooms, Bertha examined, over her lunch, 

with stupefaction, the things she had been up to—her 
conversations, farewell letters, appointments, and all the 
rest. All in a few hours! What a strange proceeding 
though! Was she quite responsible for her actions ? 

She was prevented from brooding over Sorbert’s going. 
Of Kreisler she thought very little: her women friends 
held the centre of the stage. As sheimagined their response 
to the new situations she was creating, she saw them star- 
ing open-mouthed at her supersession: Tarr to Kreisler : 
from bad to worse. 

The key to her programme was a cumulative obstinacy : 
a person has made some slip in grammar, say: he makes 
it again on purpose so that his first involuntary speech may 
appear deliberate. 

She resumed her customary pottering, dawdling from 
one domestic task to another. Fraulein Elsa von Arnim 
one of the Dresden sisters, interrupted her. At the knock 
she thought of Tarr and Kreisler simultaneously, welded in 
one, and her heart beat in double-time. Elsa had a cold 
reception. 

‘Isn’t it hot ? It’s simply grilling out in the street. I 
had to go into the gardens and get under the trees. I left 
the studio quite early.’ 

Fraulein von Arnim sat down, giving her hat a toss and 
squinting up at it. 

These dirty anaemic sisters had a sort of soiled, insignifi- 
cant handsomeness. They explained themselves, roughly, 
by describing in a cold-blooded lazy way their life at home. 
A stepmother, prodigiously smart, well-to-do, neglecting 
them ; sent first to one place, then another (now Paris) to 
be out of the way. Yet the stepmother supplies them 
superfluously from her superfluity. 

They talked about themselves as twin parcels, usually on 
the way from one place to another, expensively posted here 
and there sealed and registered, the Royal Mail, but with- 
out real destination. They enjoyed nothing at all; unless 
it was the society of Fraulein Liepmann. Their stepmother 
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neglected them, she was very smart and well-off, she gave 
them plenty of money, and despatched them hither and 
thither, always out of the way. 

‘Oh! Bertha, I didn’t know your dear “ Sorbert ’? was 
going to England.’—Deiner Sorbert was the bantering for- 
mula for Tarr. Bertha was incessantly talking about him 
—to them, to the charwoman, to the greengrocer opposite, 
to everybody she met: so Tarr was for them her possession, 
her Tarr. 

‘Didn’t you? Oh yes he’s gone.’ 

‘You ’ve not quarrelled—with your Sorbert ?’ 

* What ’s that to do with you, my dear?’ Bertha gave 
a brief, indecent laugh. ‘ By the way, I ’ve just met Herr 
Kreisler. He’s going to take me to a wine-restaurant to- 
morrow night, isn’t it lovely !’ 

‘Wine-restaurant with—! Well! I like your taste!’ 

‘ What ’s the matter with Herr Kreisler ? You were all 
friendly enough with him a week ago.’ 

Elsa looked at her with a cold-blooded scrutiny, puffing 
cigarette smoke towards her as though in an attempt to 
reach her with its impalpable scented cloud. 

‘ But he ’s a vicious brute, but above all a brute, simply. 
Besides, there are other reasons for avoiding Herr Kreisler : 
you know the reason of his behaviour the other night? It 
was, it appears, because Anastasya Vasek snubbed him, 
He was nearly the same when the Fuchs wouldn’t take an 
interest in him. He can’t leave women alone : he follows 
them about and annoys them, and then becomes—well, as 
you saw him the other night—when he ’s shaken off. He 
is impossible. He is a really hopeless brute who should be 
given as wide a berth as possible.’ 

‘ Where did you hear all that! I don’t think that Friu- 
lein Vasek’s story is true for a moment, I am certain—.’ 

‘ Well, he once was like that with me. Yes think of it ! 
Even with me. He began hanging around, and—. You 
know the story of his engagement ? ’ 

‘ What engagement ? ’ 

‘He was engaged to a girl and she married his father 
instead of marrying him.’ 

Bertha struggled a moment a little baffled. 
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* Well what is there in that ? I don’t see anything in 
that. You are all so unfair—that ’s my complaint. His 
fiancée married! I ‘ve known several cases—.’ 

‘Yes. That by ttself—.’ 

Elsa was quite undisturbed. She was talking to a child. 
She offered it advice but it must take it or leave it. Ina 
few moments Bertha returned to the charge. 

‘ Did Fraulein Vasek give that particular explanation of 
Herr Kreisler’s behaviour ? ’ 

‘No. We put two and two together. She did say some- 
thing, yes, she did as a matter of fact say that she thought 
she had been the cause of Kreisler’s behaviour.’ 

‘How funny! I can’t stand that girl! she’s so un- 
natural, she’s such a poseuse! Don’t you think, Elsa ? 
But what a funny thing to say! You can depend on it 
that that, anyhow, is not the explanation.’ 

‘No?’ 

‘Why no! Certainly not!’ 

* Sorbert has a rival perhaps ? ’ 

This remark was met in staring silence. It was an un- 
necessary intrusion of something as inapropos as unman- 
ageable ; it deserved no reply, it would get none from her. 
She had no intention of conceding the light tone required. 

Elsa had admitted that Fraulein Vasek was responsible 
for the statement ‘J was the cause of Kreisler’s behaviour,’ 
etc. That was one of those things (seeing there was no 
evidence to confirm or even suggest it) which at once place 
a woman on a peculiar pinnacle of bad taste, incompre- 
hensibleness and horridness. Bertha’s personal estimation 
of Kreisler received a complex fillip. 

This ridiculous version—coming after her version and 
superseding it with her cats of friends was, why, a sort of 
rival version. And in such exquisite taste! Such preten- 
tiousness should discredit it in advance, it should with 
decent people. 

Bertha took some minutes to digest Elsa’s news: she 
flushed and frowned : the more she thought of this rival 
version of Fraulein Vasek’s the more repulsive it appeared. 
It was a startlingly novel view, it gave proof of a perfect 
immodesty. It charged hers full tilt. For three days now 
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this story of hers had been her great asset, she had staked 
her little all upon it. Now some one had coolly set up shop 
next door, to sell an article in which she, and she alone, 
had specialized. Here was an unexpected, gratuitous, new 
inventor of Versions come along: and what a version, to 
start with |! 

Bertha’s version had been a vital matter: Fraulein 
Vasek’s was a matter of vanity clearly. The contempt of 
the workman, sweating for a living, for the amateur, pos- 
sessed her. 

But there was a graver aspect to the version of this 
poaching Venus. In discrediting Bertha’s suggested ac- 
count of how things had happened, it attacked indirectly 
her action, proceeding, ostensibly, from those notions. 
Her meeting Kreisler at present depended for its reason- 
ableness upon the ‘hunger’ theory; or, if that should 
fail, something equally touching and primitive. Were she 
forced to accept, as Elsa readily did, the snub-by-Anastasya 
theory, with its tale of ridiculous reprisals, further dealings 
with Kreisler would show up in a bare and ugly light. Her 
past conduct also would have its primitive slur renewed. 
She saw all this immediately: her defiance had been 
delivered with great gusto—‘ I am meeting Herr Kreisler 
to-morrow!’ The shine had soon been taken off that. 

The weak point in Anastasya’s calm and contradictory 
version was the rank immodesty of the form it took. 

Bertha’s obstinacy awoke : in a twinkling her partisan- 
ship of Kreisler was confirmed. She had a direct interest 
now in their meeting: she was most curious to hear what 
he had to say as to his alleged attempt in Fraulein Vasek’s 
direction. 

‘ Well, I’m going to Renée’s now to fetch her for dinner. 
Are you coming ?’ Elsa said, getting up. 

‘No. I’m going to dine here to-night’ and Bertha 
accompanied her to the door, humming an especially ‘ gay ’ 
air, with the most off-hand of expressions to leave in no 
doubt the true meaning of the tune. 


Chapter 7 


pa appear with a startling suddenness sometimes 
out of the fog of Time and Space: so Kreisler ap- 
peared—such an apparition! Bertha did not visualize 
her countryman very readily : and the next day she was 
surprised when she saw him below her windows. He stared 
up at the house with eager speculation : he examined the 
house and studio opposite. Behind the curtains Bertha 
stood with the emotions of an ambushed sharp-shooter ; 
she felt on her face the blankness of the house wall, all her 
body was as unresponsive as a brick: the visitor beneath 
appeared almost to be looking at her face, magnified and 
exposed instead of at the walls of the house and its windows. 

Then it appeared to her that it was he, the enemy, getting 
in: she wished to stop him there, before he came any 
farther: he was a bandit, a house-breaker, after all a 
dangerous violent person. 

Yet in the processes of his uncertainty he looked so in- 
nocuous and distant, for the moment. His first visit : 
there he was, so far, a stranger. Why should these little 
obstacles of strangeness—which gate to enter, which bell 
to ring—be taken away from this particular individual ? 
He should remain ‘stranger’ for her, where he came from : 
she did not want him any nearer to her. But he had 
burrowed his way through, was at the bell already, and 
would soon be at herself: he would be at her! He would 
be breaking into her: she did not wish him inside, he 
was well enough where he was. She found here, in her 
room, was very different from she found outside, in restau- 
rant or street : the clothing of this décor was a nakedness : 
she revolted immobile and alarmed. 

Fora moment she struggled up from the obstinate dream, 
made of artificial but tenacious sentiments, shaped by 
‘contretemps ’ of all sorts which had been accumulating 
like a snow-ball ever since her last interview with Tarr. 
Still somewhat rapt in this interview she rolled in its 
nightmarish, continually metamorphosed substance, 
through Space: where would it land her—this electric, 
directionless, vital affair? The ‘Indifference’ and the 
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‘Difference,’ they had floated her, successfully, away in some 
direction. Again the bell rang: then the knocker, the 
little copper gargoyle, began to thunder. She could see 
him, almost, through the wall, standing phlegmatic and 
erect. They had not spoken yet: but they had been 
some minutes ‘ in touch.’ 

Perhaps this visitor was after all mad? Elsa, with her 
warnings for her, came into her mind : however much she 
resisted the facts, there was very little reason for this 
meeting. It was now unnecessary. It had been ex- 
ploded actually by Anastasya. She was going through 
with something that no longer meant anything at all, 

As the bell rang a third time she walked to the door. 
Kreisler was a little haggard, different from the day 
before. He had expected to be asked in: instead, hardly 
saying anything, she came out on the narrow landing and 
closed the door behind her with a bang. Surprised, he felt 
for the first stair with his foot : it was eight in the evening, 
very dark on the staircase and he stumbled several times. 
Bertha felt she could not say the simplest word to him. 
She had the impression that some lawyer’s clerk had come 
to fetch her for a tragic interview; and she, having been 
sitting fully dressed for unnecessary hours in advance, was 
now urging him silently and violently before her, following. 

That afternoon she had received a second letter from 
Sorbert. 


* My pear Bertua.—Excuse me for the quatsch I 
wrote the otherday. Simply, I think we had better say, 
finally, that we will try and get used to not seeing each 
other, and give up our idea of marriage. Do you agree 
with me? As you will see, I am still here, in Paris. I 
am going to England this afternoon.—Yours ever, 

SORBETT.’ 


On the receipt of this letter—as on the former occasion 
a little—she first of all behaved as she would have done 
had Sorbert been there : she acted silent resignation, and 
‘went about her work as usual,’ for the benefit of the 
letter, in the absence of its author. The reply, written 
an hour or so before Kreisler arrived, had been an 
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exaggerated falling in with the view expressed.—‘ Of course, 
Sorbert: far better that we should part! far far better!’ 
andso forth. But soon this letter of his began to molest her. 
It even threatened her mannerisms. She was just going 
to take up a book and read, when, as though something 
had claimed her attention, she put it down: she got up, her 
head turned back over her shoulder, then suddenly flung 
herself down upon the sofa as though it had been rocks and 
she plunging down on to them from a high cliff. She 
sobbed until she had tired herself out. 

So Kreisler and she now walked up the street as though 
compelled by some very strange circumstances, only, to be 
in each other’s company. He appeared depressed, he too 
had come under the spell of some meaningless duty : his 
punctuality even suggested fatigued and senseless waiting, 
careful timing. His temporary destination reached, he 
delivered himself up indifferently into her hands. He re- 
marked that it was hot : she did not answer. They said 
nothing but walked on away from her house: neither 
seemed to require any explanation for these peculiar 
manners. 

Before they got to the Café de l’Observatoire Kreisler 
attempted to make up for his lapse into strangeness: he 
discovered, however, that he had not been alone, and de- 
sisted. 

Bertha looked in at the door, at the clock inside, as they 
took up their place on the quieter ‘terrasse.’ She asked 
herself how long she would stop. A half-hour, she thought. 


Chapter 8 


: Ho is that, then—Anass—what ?’ Kreisler asked, 

after some moments of gradually changing silence, 
when Miss Vasek began to be mentioned by Bertha. He 
was stretched out in massive abandon and seemed inter- 
ested in nothing in the world. 

This meeting had been the only event of the day for him : 
at first he had looked forward to it a little, but as it ap- 
proached he had grown fidgety, he began counting the 
time, it became a burden. What useless errand was he on 
now, he pondered, and could not make out how he had 
come to let himself in for this at all. It was a mystery. 
He would not have gone. But the appointment being 
made, and fixed in his mind, and he having felt it in the 
distance all day, he knew if he did not go that he would 
be still more uncomfortable. In the empty evening he 
would have been at the mercy of this thing-not-done, like 
an itch. 

Bertha, for her part, had now recovered: Kreisler’s 
complete abstraction and indifference were a soothing 
atmosphere. He seemed to know as little why he was 
there as she, or less. He was plainly only waiting for her 
to disappear again. As to there being anything com- 
promising in this meeting, that could be dismissed on every 
count: and he looked very unlikely to suggest another. 
Elsa’s description of his conduct with women came to 
mind, as she sat beside this aloof and lounging statue. 
This was the man who had caused her fresh misgivings ! 
When a dog or cow has passed a trembling child without 
any signs of doing it mischief, the child sometimes is 
inclined to step after it and put forth a caressing hand. 
She felt almost drawn to this inoffensive person. 

Kreisler had created a situation not unlike that of the 
Dance-night: there they sat, she pressing him a little now, 
he politely apathetic. It seemed for all the world as 
though Bertha had run after him somewhere and forced a 
meeting upon him, to which he had grudgingly consented. 
Bertha was back in what would always be for him her 
characteristic role. And so now she appeared still to be 
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following him up, to the discomfort of both, for some 
unexplained reason. 

‘No I don’t know who you mean’ he said, replying to 
descriptions of Anastasya. ‘A tall girl you say? No, I 
can’t bring to mind a tall girl, answering to that descrip- 
tion.’ 

He liked fingering over listlessly the thought of Anas- 
tasya, but as a stranger: the subject gave him a little 
more interest in Bertha, just as, for her, it had a similar 
effect in his favour. Forthwith she was quite convinced 
that Fraulein Vasek had been guilty of the most offensive, 
the most self-complacent, mistake. Pfut / 

Bertha now had achieved a simplification or synopsis 
of the whole matter as follows : 

Anastasya Vasek, alleged bastard of a Grand Duke, a 
beautiful and challengingly original Modern Girl, arrives, 
bespangled and replete with childish self-confidence, upon 
the scene of her (Bertha’s) simpie little life—her plain blunt 
womanhood contrasted with this pretentious super-sex : 
this audacious interloper had discovered her kissing, and 
being kissed in return by an absurd individual in the 
middle of the street. Bertha had disengaged herself 
rapidly from this compromising embrace, and had ex- 
plained that she had been behaving in that way solely 
because he had captured her pity through his miserable 
and half-starved appearance; that, even then, he had 
assaulted her, and she had been found in that delicate situa- 
tion entirely independent of her own will. Anastasya’s 
lip had curled, and she had received these explanations in 
silence. Then, upon their nervous repetition, she had 
negligently observed, with the perfect effrontery of the 
minx that she was—‘ You were no doubt being hugged by 
Herr Kreisler in the middle of the pavement as you admit 
and as we all were able to observe, the motives the ordinary 
ones. You might have waited till—but that ’s your own 
business. On the other hand, the reason of his devastated 
appearance this evening and of all the rest of his goings-on, 
was this. He had the colossal neck to wish to make up to 
me: I sent him about his business, and he ‘“ manifested ” 
in the way you know.’ 
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Reducing all the confused material of this affair to such 
essential proportions, Bertha saw clearly the essence of her 
action. Definite withdrawal from the circle of her friends 
had now become essential. It was being accomplished 
with as much style as possible: Kreisler provided the 
style. She cast a glance upon this at her silent abstracted 
companion, and smiled. The smile was not ill-natured. 

It was her first instinct now to wallow still more in this 
unbecoming situation. She desired even to be seen with 
Kreisler. The meanness, the strangeness, the déchéance, 
in consorting with this sorry bird, must be heightened into 
poetry and thickened with luscious fiction. They had 
driven her to this—they were driving her! Very well—she 
was weary, she was lasse (she drooped beside Otto as she 
pondered), she would satisfy them. She would satisfy 
Sorbert—it was what he wanted, was it not? She would 
be faithful to his wishes, his last wishes. 

Kreisler was the central, irreducible element in this 
mental pie: he was the egg-cup that kept up the crust. 
She tried to interest herself in Kreisler and satisfy Tarr, 
her friends, the entire universe, more thoroughly. 


Chapter 9 


| Be has more power over the superstitious: they 
attract constantly bright fortunes and disasters within 
their circle. Destiny had laid its trap in the unconscious 
Kreisler. It had fixed it with powerful violent springs.— 
Kight days later (dating from the Observatoire meeting) 
it snapped down upon Bertha. 

Kreisler’s windows had been incandescent with steady 
saffron rays coming over the roofs of the Quarter: it was 
a record conflagration of der Gang. His small shell of a 
room had breasted them with pretence of antique adven- 
ture: the old boundless yellow lights streamed from their 
abstract Eldorado: they were a Gulf Stream for our little 
patch of a world, making a people as quict as the English. 
Men once more were invited to be the motes in the 
sunbeam and to play in the sleepy surf upon the edge of 
remoteness. 

Now, from within, his windows looked as suddenly harsh 
and familiar: unreasonable limitations gave its specific 
colour to thin glass. 

The clock struck eight: like eight metallic glittering 
waves dashing discordantly together in a cavern, its strokes 
rushed up and down in Bertha’s head. She was leaning 
upon the mantelshelf, head sunk forward, with the action 
of a person about to be sick. 

A moment before she had struggled up from the bed— 
the last vigour at her disposal being spent in getting away 
from that at all costs. 

‘Oh Schwein! Schwein! Ich hass dich—ich hass 
dich! Schwein! Pfui! du hasslicher Mensch du!’ 

All the repulsion of her being, in a raw indecent heat, 
seemed turned into this tearful sonority, pumped up in 
spasms and hissing on her lips as she spat out the usual 
epithets for the occasion. The deepening sing-song of the 
‘hasslicher Mensch!’ was accompanied by a disgusting 
sound like the brutal relishing and gobbling of food. The 
appetite of hatred spat and gobbled while it lasted. Her 
attitude was reminiscent of the way people are seen to 
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wiping the dirt off their clothes, or spitting out the remains 
of their polluted drink, cursing the person who has victim- 
ized them, after the successful execution of some practical 
joke. This had been, too, a practical joke of the primitive 
and whimsical order, in its madness and inconsequence. 
But it was of a solemn and lonely kind, more like the tricks 
that desperate people play upon themselves: at its con- 
summation there had been no chorus of intelligible laughter. 
—An uncontrolled satyrlike figure had suddenly leapt 
away from the battling Amazon—it was all over, the day 
was lost, she lay convulsed upon her back, her mouth 
smeared with blood: in a struggle that had been out- 
rageous and extreme, rolling in each other’s arms, like con- 
federates beneath the same ban of the world’s law, only 
calling to each other hoarsely under their breaths, Bertha 
and he had fought out the simple point, mysteriously fierce, 
like snarling animals. A joke too deep for laughter, 
parodying the phrase alienating sorrow and tears, had been 
achieved in this encounter. 

A folded blouse lay upon the corner of Kreisler’s bleak 
trunk. Bertha’s arms and shoulders were bare, her hair 
hanging in wisps and strips: generally, a Salon picture 
was the result. For purposes of work (he had asked her 
to sit for him) the blouse had been discarded. A jagged 
tear in her chemise over her right breast also seemed the 
doing of a Salon artist of facile and commercial invention : 
a heavy Susanna-like breast heaved uncontrollably. 

Kreisler stood at the window. His eyes had an expres- 
sionless lazy stare, his lips were open. His conscious con- 
trols and the entire body were still spinning and stunned : 
his muscles teemed with actions not finished, sharp, when 
the action finished: he was still swamped with violence. 
His sudden immobility, as he stood there, made the post- 
humous riot of movement rise to his brain like wine from 
a feeble body. Satisfaction however had damped and 
rca everything except this tingling prolongation of 


Martha's hidden face was strained into an old woman’s 
bitter mask, inane tears soaking into it. A watchful fate 
appeared to be inventing morals to show her the folly of 
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her perpetual romancing: this was its last cynical inven- 
tion: what had occurred was senseless, there was not a 
visible pinshead of compensation. It never occurred to 
her that such things could be arrived at without traversing 
romance. But where oh where was the romance in this 
occurrence? The terrible absence of romance crushed her. 

The famous embrace upon the evening-boulevard had 
been followed by a vast scaffolding of fable and ingenious 
explanation. What was this to be followed by? By 
nothing. Her heart sank: with the ultimate thud of 
nightmare it struck bottom. This was an end of all ex- 
planations. She recognized the logic of this act—more 
repulsive by far than its illogic. Oh what a fool she had 
been, for this was a dark insult—the Shicksal, the Shicksal 
had spat in her face. 

A separate framework of time had been arranged for it 
to happen in, this last disrespectful attack. A moment 
before, it was quite impossible to say how long, Otto 
Kreisler, the swine-man standing at that window over 
there, had been tranquilly scratching away at his wretched 
drawing. In a pose improvised by her with quick ostenta- 
tious understanding—it represented the most captivating 
moment of a lady’s toilette, the hair down, a comb in her 
hand—she had sat a humorous indulgence in her eye for 
her not very skilful colleague: she had been partly un- 
dressed : the scene was significant. 

That stage had been preceded (as she dizzily went back- 
wards) by one in which she had been assailed by sudden 
anxieties : startled by his request to draw her ‘ shoulders ’ 
—her bare shoulders, arms and probably breasts, she could 
not refuse her breasts—immediately she had repressed the 
unworthy prejudice by which she had been assailed: she 
had come to sit for him and her body of course was a most 
beautiful thing, whereas the mere idea that there was any 
danger was extremely repulsive where there was any ques- 
tion of a beautiful thing—Pfui! He was an artist (a bad 
one, poor chap, but professional !) they were two priests of 
Beauty. 

‘Shall I strip ?’ she had asked jauntily, cocking her big 
blue eye. ‘I have rather good legs,’ 
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‘I don’t want your legs at the moment’ Kreisler had 
replied. 

‘No? Oh. To the waist ?’ 

‘ Just the arms and breasts, I think.’ 

‘The arms and breasts? Good.’ 

While he was working they had not talked. Then he 
had put down his paper and chalk, stretched, and delivered 
himself of the unusual remark : 

* Your arms are like bananas ! ’ 

‘Oh!’ 

A shiver of anxiety had penetrated her at the word 
‘bananas’: anybody who could regard her arms in that 
light was inartistic: she was distinctly glad that her ‘ good’ 
legs had not been wanted. He was a modern artist of 
course and it was natural, perhaps inevitable, that he 
should compare her arms to bananas. 

‘Oh are they like that ? they are rather flat. I hope 
you ’ve made a good drawing. May I see ?’ 

The rationale of the exposure must be emphasized a little 
now that she was not posing and that she had scented a 
freshness in hismanner. He had got up: before she quite 
knew what was happening he had caught hold of both her 
arms above the elbow, chafing them violently up and down, 
remarking : 

‘You have pins and necdles Fraulein?’ Fraulein used 
here had a disquieting sound : she drew hersclf away, with 
understanding, but upon the defence. 

‘No thank you: now I will put my clothes on if you 
have finished. I’ma little cold. It’s fresh.’ 

He knew it was not fresh as she was perspiring ; he smiled 
—a ‘ dangerous,’ a very equivocal, smile. 

They had eyed each other uncertainly for a moment, 
he with a flushed fixed extremely stupid smile. She 
was afraid to move away now—she fixed him absent- 
mindedly with knit brow, her large eye revolving slightly. 
He straddled close up to her, growing more male every 
moment, his eyes settling down ‘ masterfully ’ into her one 
heavily-focussed optic, and then he coughed. 

‘Let me chafe your arm! I like doing it.’ 

* No.—Thanks!’ she had replied sharply without moving. 
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She could see a gold-stopping and a gap on the right of 
his mouth as his lip curved up in the extension of his grin, 
become now an even lurid danger-signal. His eye fell some 
inches and with dismay she observed its lid drooping with 
a@ suggestive promise of a ‘dangerous’ passion. His gaze 
reposed with obvious boldness upon her bust. 

* Your breasts are good!’ he almost shouted, shooting 
up a hand to finger one—she thrust his hand away with 
force and shouted back : 

“Yes: they are good. But I don’t wish you to touch 
me: you understand that ? ’ 

With the fury of a person violently awakened to some 
insult he had flung himself upon her: her tardy panting 
expostulation, defensive prowess, disappeared in the whirl- 
pool towards which they had both with a strange deliber- 
ateness and yet aimlessness, been steering. 

An iron curtain rushed down upon that tragedy : he was 
standing there at the window now as though to pretend 
that nothing had passed to his knowledge ; she had been 
dreaming things, merely. The monotony and silence of 
the posing had prepared her for the strangeness now : that 
other extreme joined hands with this. She saw side by 
side and unconnected, the silent figure engaged in drawing 
her bust and the other one full of blindness and violence. 
Then there were two other figures, one getting up from the 
chair, yawning, and the present lazy one at the window— 
four in all, that she could not for some reason bring to- 
gether, each in a complete compartment of time of its own. 
It would be impossible to make the present idle figure at 
the window interest itself in these others. The figure 
talked a little to fill in an interval; it had drawn: it had 
suddenly flung itself upon her and done something disgust- 
ing: and now it was standing idly by the window, be- 
calmed, and completely cut off from its raging self of the 
recent occurrence. It could do all these things: it ap- 
peared to be in a series of precipitate states: in this it 
resembled a switchback, rising slowly, in a steady innocent 
way, to the top of an incline, and then plunging suddenly 
down the other side with a catastrophic rush. The fury 
of her animal hostility did not survive this phase for long. 
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She had come there, got what she did not expect, and must 
now go away again, it was simple enough: to Kreisler there 
was nothing more to be said. There never had been any- 
thing to say to him : he was a mad beast as everyone had 
always been right in remarking. 

Now she had to take her departure as though nothing 
had happened. It was nothing actually, nothing in fact 
had happened: what did it matter what became of her ? 
The body was of little importance: what was the good 
(seeing what she knew and everything) of storming against 
this person ? 

She had done up her hair; her hat was once more on her 
head ; she went towards the door, her face really haggard, 
the inevitable consciousness of drama providing the cus- 
tomary unnecessary emphasis. Kreisler turned round, 
went towards the door also, unlocked it, let her pass with- 
out saying anything, his eyes severely fixed upon the floor 
at his feet, and, waiting a moment, closed it indifferently 
again with a slight bang. She was let out as a workman 
would have been, who had been there to mend a shutter 
or rectify a bolt. 
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| ue made her way home in a roundabout fashion. 
She did not court at that moment a meeting with any- 
one she knew. The streets were loftily ignorant of her 
small affairs. Thank God for bricks and mortar, for 
strangers, for the indifference of nature and its great ex- 
tent! Ha! ha! with fat dejected back guffawed the 
shattered Bertha, the importance of our human actions ! 
Is it more than the kissing of the bricks ? 

As she tramped on she experienced anger and astonish- 
ment at finding herself walking away in this matter-of- 
fact manner. That the customary street scene would 
absolutely not mix with the obsessional nature of her 
late experience perplexed her. 

Nature no doubt was secret enough : but not to tell this 
experience of hers to anybody would be shutting her in with 
Kreisler, somehow for good : she would then never be able 
to escape the contamination of that abominable little attic 
of his. Was it not one of those things that in some form 
one should be able to tell? She had a growing wish to 
make it known at once somewhere or other. 

The moral of the late event had had its chance of in- 
fluencing her radically but it had not succeeded: nothing 
radically was changed: she began dreaming immediately 
of sacrifices, of the proper presentation of this harsh event : 
yet, spasmodically, disgust with Kreisler reappeared. 
Kreisler by doing this had made an absolute finishing with 
Kreisler perhaps impossible? That was an evil notion that 
she shook roughly off.. No! Of Otto Kreisler—enough ! 
No more of him, at least. Pfui! Of that no more! 

There was nobody now on her side in any sense what- 
ever, or upon whose side she could range herself. She was 
a sort of Kreisler now. Kreisler himself had taken his 
place beside her women friends, Tarr and so on, in a dis- 
gusting and dumbfounding way: the list of people who 
preyed on her mind and pushed her to all these ill-assorted 
actions. Kreisler she had set up as a ‘ cause ’ against her 
friends : in a manner peculiar to himself he had betrayed 
her and placed himself in the ranks of her critics. He had 
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certainly carried out in the fullest fashion their estimate of 
him. So Kreisler had acted satanically on behalf of her 
friends. 

She had seen Elsa and her sister twice that week. The 
others had not been near her. Now she could hardly go on 
talking about Kreisler. In examining likelihoods of the 
immediate future, she concluded that she would have to 
break still more with her women friends to make up for 
having to retire from her Kreisler positions. To counter- 
act their satisfaction she must accentuate her independ- 
ence, even to insult and contempt. 

The recent outrage took up too much space: it seemed 
to require the other factors in the situation to come back 
and be referred to it. But this was not admissible : get- 
ting closed in with Kreisler—a survival, perhaps, of her 
vivid fear of a little time before, when he had locked the 
door, and she knew that resisting him would be useless— 
must be at all costs avoided. Everything pointed to the 
necessity of a confidante. 

Whom could she tell ? Clara? Madame Vannier ? 

Once home, she lay down and cried for some time. She 
did this in a businesslike way : she lay down, put her face 
into a pillow and bellowed softly. 

She now began to regret a lost opportunity : should she 
have left Kreisler so undramatically ? Something should 
have been done : there would have been the normal relief. 
Dramatic revenge even occurred to her: she thought of 
going back at once to his room : life could not get started 
quite clearly again until something had been done against 
him, or in some way where he was. She rolled over and 
cried on the other side. 

Kreisler grew in importance: he had been a shadowy 
and unimportant nobody. Of this he had shown no con- 
sciousness. Rather dazed and machine-like, Bertha had 
treated him as she had found him: suddenly, without any 
direct articulateness, he had revenged himself as a machine 
might do, in a nightmare of violent action. At a leap he 
was in the rigid foreground of her{life: in an immense 
clashing wink he had drawn attention to himself, but for 
such a comparatively short time, and the next moment 
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there he had stood, abstracted and baffling as before: once 
more it was difficult to realize he was there, he was the 
machine again, a bone-headed nobody. 

The real central figure all along, but purposely veiled, 
had been Tarr. He had been as really all-important 
(though to all appearance eliminated) as Kreisler had been 
of no importance, though propped up in the foreground. 
Sorbert at last could no longer be suppressed. He kept 
coming forward now in her mind. But his presence, 
too, was perplexing: she had grown so used to regarding 
him, though seeing him daily, as an uncertain, a departing 
figure, that now he had really gone that did not make much 
difference. So his proceedings, a carefully prepared an- 
aesthesia for himself, had had their due effect, and drugged 
her too. 

The bell rang. She stood up in one movement and 
stared towards the door. The bell rang a second and third 
time. How much persistence on the part of this visitor 
would draw her to the door? She did not know. Was it 
Elsa? She had lighted her lamp, and her visitor could 
therefore have seen that she was at hone. 

At length Bertha went to the door with affected alacrity, 
and opened it sharply. Kreisler was there. The opening 
of the door had been like the tearing of a characterless 
mask off a hideous and startling face. 

There did not seem room for them where they were 
standing: like a great terrifying poster, cut out on the 
melodramatic stairway, he loomed in her distended eyes. 
She remained stone-still in front of him with a pinched 
expression, as though about to burst out crying. There 
was something deprecating in her paralysed gesture, like 
a child’s. 

Caricatured and enlarged to her eyes, she wanted to 
laugh for a moment: the surprise was complete. Her 
mind formed his image rather like a person compelled to 
photograph a ghost. Kreisler! It was as though the 
world were made up of various animals, each of a different 
kind and physique even, and this were the animal Kreisler, 
whose name alone conjured up certain peculiar and alarm- 
ing habits : a wild world, not of uniform men and women, 
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but of very divergent and strangely-living animals— 
Kreisler, Liepmann, Tarr. This was not an apparition 
from the remote Past, but from a Past almost a Present, a 
half-hour old, far more startling : the too raw and too new 
colours of an image hardly digested, much less faded were 
his. Last seen she had on still in the sphere of an in- 

tense agitation : his ominous and sudden reappearance, so 
hardly out of that crashing climax, had the effect of 
swallowing up the space and time in between, It was like 
the chilly return of a circling storm: she had taken it for 
granted that it depended on her to see him or not, that in 
short he was passive except when persistently approached. 

But here he was, this time, at last, following! ‘The 
Machine’ was following her! 


Chapter 11 


H: took a step forward: her room was evidently his 
destination. 

‘Schurke !’ Bertha exclaimed shrilly, at the same time 
retreating into the passage way. ‘Go!’ 

Arrived in the room, he did not seem to know what next 
todo. So far he had been evidently quite clear as to his 
purpose : he had in fact been experiencing the same neces- 
sity as she—he, to see his victim. To satisfy this impulse 
he decided that he would seek for pardon. So he had 
come. 

A moment before she had felt that she must see him 
again, at once, before going further with her life: he, more 
vague but more energetic, had come, at the end of twenty 
minutes. 

They now stood together, quite tongue-tied. Ie stood 
leaning on his cane, and staring in front of him. Bertha 
stood quite still, as she would sometimes do when a wasp 
entered the room, waiting to see if it would blunder about 
and then fly out again. He was dangerous, he had got in, 
he might in the same manner go off again in a minute or 
two. 

He stood there without saying anything, just as though 
he had been sent for and it were for her to speak. She 
would have been inclined to send him back to his room, 
and then, perhaps, go to him: but she could not find any- 
thing to say to him now any more than before. 

Constantly on the point of * throwing him out,’ in her 
energetic german idiom, it yet evidently would then be the 
same as before, nothing would be gained. Meantime she 
was intimidated by his unexplained presence. So she stood, 
anxious as to what he might have come there to do, gradu- 
ally settling down into a ‘ proud and silent indignation,’ 
behind which her curiosity became active. 

Kreisler was unable to prevail upon himself to go through 
the stupid form of apology. He had got there, that would 
have to be sufficient. 

In order to be able to do something, she attempted to 
represent to herself the outrage—the thing this gentleman 
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had done to her. But she discovered she could not. She 
could not feel as normally she should that anything in par- 
ticular had happened. It was nothing, it was a bagatelle ! 
How could it be of any importance, she could not feel that 
it was anything but necessary. 

She had wished to free Sorbert, all her actions derived 
from that. So what did Kreisler mean? At last his sig- 
nificance was as clear as daylight. He meant always and 
everywhere merely that she could never see Tarr again ! 
Kreisler always could only mean one thing, that Tarr had 
gone out of her life. 

She now faced him, her face illuminated with happy 
tragic resolve.—Supposing she had given herself to a man 
to compass this sacrifice ? as it was, everything (except the 
hatefulness and violence of the act) had been spared her : 
and in informing Sorbert that there was something, now, 
between them, she would be nobly lying, and turning an 
involuntary act into a voluntary one. 

Even with Kreisler now she could, too, be tragically 
forbearing. 

‘Herr Kreisler I think I have waited long enough : will 
you please leave my room ? ’ 

He stirred gently like a heavy flower in a light current of 
air: but he turned towards her and said : 

‘I don’t know what to say to you. Is there nothing I 
can do to make up to you—? I shall go and shoot myself, 
Friulein—I cannot support the thought of what I have 
done ! ’ 

This dreadful man appeared to possess a genius for 
making things more difficult. 

‘All I ask you is to go, you hear?’ she exclaimed 
angrily. ‘That will be the best thing you can do for me.’ 

* Fraulein, I can’t, it ’s quite impossible, do listen to me 
for a moment, I cannot even refer to what has happened 
without offence, Fradulein—I am mad—mad—mad! You 
have shown yourself a good friend, heavens! that is the 
way I repay you! yWere you anywhere but here and 
unprotected, there would be a man to answer to for this 
outrage !’ 

He drew himself up and placed his hand upon his breast. 
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‘I will be that man myself! I come to ask your per- 
mission ! ° 

His appetite directed him to a more and more urgent, 
dramatic hypocrisy. His eye shone and he even smiled at 
the conclusion of his mock-eloquence. 

Bertha was very dignified, she warmed to her new 
clemency as she proceeded : 

‘ Let us leave all that, if you please. It was my fault. 
You must have been mad, as you say, but if you wish to 
show yourself a gentleman now, the obvious thing is to go 
away, as I have said, and not to molest or remind me any 
further of what has passed. There is nothing more to say, 
is there? Go now, please ! ’ 

Kreisler flung himself upon his knees, and seized her 
hand. She received this with puzzled protestation, re- 
treating, while he followed her upon his knees. 

‘Fraulein you are an angel, you don’t know how much 
good you do me! You are so good, so good! There is 
nothing too much you can ever ask of Kreisler, I have done 
something I can never undo. It is as though you had 
saved my life. Enough! Excuse me! Otto Kreisler 
you can always count on! Adieu, Fraulein. Adieu ! 
Adieu ! ’ 

Giving her hand a last hug, he sprang to his feet, and 
Bertha heard him next stormily descending the stairs : 
then, further away, she heard him passing rapidly down 
the Avenue. 

A brilliant light of grateful confusion on all the emotions 
emanating from Kreisler had been afforded by this demon- 
stration : the notion he had evoked in parting, that they 
had been doing something splendid together—a life-saving, 
a heroism—found a hospitable ground in her spirit. Tak- 
ing one thing with another, things had been miraculously 
transformed. Her late depression now merged in a 
steadily growing exaltation. 
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her had not gone to England. Still practising his 
self-indulgent system of easy stages, he had settled 
upon a spot a bus-ride distant from the buxom attraction : 
now he had a rival it would be doubly easy to keep away, so 
there was no need to go to England, nor anywhere else for 
that matter. For his present studies Paris was necessary : 
he must not be driven out of it. Behind the Place Clichy, 
in what had been a convent, he found a room big enough 
for a regiment, an enormous room. Its size appalled him 
once he was installed. 

The insouciant, adventurous (Those who needed no pre- 
paration to live) the adventurous or rather the improvising 
hand-to-mouths, he did not admire, but felt he should 
imitate: with Tarr a new room had to be fitted into as pain- 
fully as a foot into some new and too elegant shoe. The 
things deposited on the floor, the door finally closed upon this 
new area to be devoted exclusively to himself, the sheerest 
discomfort began to undo him. To unpack and let loose 
upon the room his portmanteau’s squashed and dishevelled 
contents—brushes, photographs and books like a flock of 
birds flying to their respective places on dressing-table, 
mantelpiece, shelf or bibliothéque; boxes and parcels 
creeping dog-like under beds and into corners—this initial 
disorder taxed his character to the breaking point. The 
sturdy optimism shown by these inanimate objects, the 
way they occupied stolidly and quickly room after room, 
made a most disagreeable impression. Then they were 
packed-up things, with the staleness of a former room about 
them, and charged with the memories of a depressing time 
of tearing up, inspecting and rejecting. These sensations 
were the usual indigestion of Reality, from which this 
fastidious soul suffered acutely, without ever recognizing 
the cause. 

These preliminary discomforts were less than ever 
spared him here: he had cut his way to this decision 
through a bristling host of incertitudes. This large studio- 
room was worse than any desert: it had been built for 
something else, it would never be right. A largish white- 
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washed box was what he wanted, to pack himself into: 
this was the ceremonious carved chest of a former age. 
Kv en the awful size of his new easel was dwarfed : the high 
divan in the centre of its background appeared a toy. 
Once he had packed this place with consoling memories of 
work it would improve and might become quite perfect : 
he would see, time would tell. He started work at once, 
in fact. This was his sovereign cure for new rooms. 

For the present he would not remain in this squalid 
cathedral a moment longer than he could help. A half- 
hour after entering into possession he lett it tired out and 
swam out into the human streams of his new Quarter, so 
populous in contrast to the one he had left. The early 
lunch-breakfasts were started. In front of the Cafe near 
the Place Pigalle that he chose there were a tew clusters of 
men. The spanish men dancers were coloured earth- 
objects, full of basking and fnsking instincts: the atmo- 
sphere of the harlot’s hfe went with them, along with 
spanish reasonableness and civility. The hideous ennui of 
large gim-crack shops and dusty public offices pervaded 
other groups of pink mostly dark-haired Frenchmen, drink- 
Ing appetizers : they responded with their personalities on 
the Café terraces to the emptiness of the Boulevard. 

Even before his drink had been brought, there was a 
familar unwelcome face approaching It was Berthe, a 
model (though bringing no reminder with her of the other 
‘ Berthe ’ he knew), she was with an english painter. He 
knew the painter by sight. Berthe chose a table near him, 
with anod. She meant to talk to him. 

“Do you wish me to present you ?’ she said, looking 
towards her protector. ‘This 1s Mr. Tarr, Dick.’ 

It was done. 

‘Why don’t you come and sit here?’ That too was 
done. 

The young Englishman annoyed Tarr by pretending 
to be alarmed every time he was addressed. He had a 
wide-open, wondering eye, fixed upon the world in timid 
serenity. This inoffensive eye did not appear at first to 
understand what you said and would roll a little with 
alarm. Then it seemed suddenly to be laughing. It had 
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understood all the time! It had only been its art to sur- 
prise you, and its english unreadiness. This was a great 
big youngster, he wandered through life! Why is it, Tarr 
over and over again asked himself, that the young Latin 
wishes to impress you with his ability to look after himself, 
whereas idiocy of demeanour has always been considered 
stylish in England, both with old and young? The 
present specimen was six foot one, with a handsome 
Wellington beak in front of his face. His wideawake was 
larger if anything than Hobson’s: innumerable minor 
Tennysons had planted it upon his head, or bequeathed a 
desire for it to this ultimate Dick of long literary line. 
Dick’s family was allied to much Victorian talent: but, 
alas! thought Tarr, how much worse it is when the mind 
gets thin than when the blood loses its body, in merely 
aristocratic refinement: intellectual aristocracy in the 
fifth generation !—but Tarr gazed at the conclusive figure 
in front of him, words failing him for the moment. Words 
failed, too, for maintaining conversation with this dummy : 
how he hoped Berthe would bleed him of some of his Vic- 
torian cash and perhaps give him syphilis! He soon got 
up and left. He had found one place in his new home to 
give a wide berth to! 

After dinner Tarr went to a neighbouring Music Hall, 
precariously amused, soothed by the din: but he eventu- 
ally left with a headache. The strangeness of the streets, 
Cafés and places of entertainment depressed him deeply. 
Had it been an absolutely novel scene, he would have 
found stimulus in it. Tarr liked his room and some 
familiar streets with their traces of familiar men: where 
more energetic impulses suggested some truer solitude to 
him, he would never have sought it where a vestige of 
inanimate familiarity remained. 

Unusually for him, Tarr felt alone, that was a nonde- 
script, lowered and unreal state, for him. 

Sleeping like a log, he woke his legs rather cramped and 
tired and not thoroughly rested. But as soon as he 
was up, wark came quite easily. He got his paints out, 
and without beginning on his principal canvas, took up a 
new and smaller one, by way of diversion to avoid char- 
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acteristically a frontal attack. Squaring up a drawing of 
three naked youths sniffing the air, with rather worried 
hellenic faces and heavy nether limbs, he stuck it on the 
wall with pins, and then drew his camp-easel up alongside 
it. He squared up his canvas upon the floor with a walking- 
stick, and fixed it upon the easel. A pencil had to be shaved 
continually for some time until its leaden point satisfied 
him. 

By the end of the afternoon he had got a witty pastiche 
on the way suggestive of the work of the hellenizing world 
—it might have been the art of some malicious Syrian 
poking fun at the greek culture. Two colours principally 
had been used, mixed in piles upon two palettes: the first 
was a smoky, bilious saffron, the second a pale transparent 
lead. The significance of the thing depended first upon the 
suggestions of the pulpy limbs, strained dancers’ attitudes 
and empty faces; secondly, the two colours, and the 
simple yet contorted curves. 

The day’s work done, his depression again grasped him, 
like an immensely gloomy companion who had been idling 
impatiently while he worked : he promenaded this person- 
ality in ‘ Montmartre-by-Night,’ without improving his 
character. Nausea glared at him from every object met : 
sex surged up and martyrized him, but he held it down 
rather than satisfy himself with the first-met, probably 

xed. 

P The next day, méme jeu. He sat for hours in the fatigu- 
ing evening among a score of relief ships or pleasure boats, 
hesitating, but finally rejecting relief and pleasure, mainly 
because of his besetting fear of the pox. For many minutes 
he would sit and look at a ‘ fire-ship,’ calculating risks 
and clinical pros and cons: he peered into their mouths 
when they laughed and carefully noted if they touched 
spirits and with what freedom. But he paid for the drink 
and left. The next day it was the same thing. 

Meantime his work made some progress : but to escape 
these persecutions he worked excessively. His eyes began 
to prick ; and on the sixth day he woke up with a head- 
ache. All that day he was sick and unable to work. 

The fascination of the omnibuses bound for the Rive 
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Gauche became almost irresistible : Tarr decided that he 
should have left Paris for a while. He had been granted 
the necessary resolution to break: he could have gone 
away—anywhere, even. Yet he had decided to go no 
farther than Montmartre, in the robust conceit of his young 
freedom. 

He sat in his Cafés asking himself why he did not simply 
take the bus down the hill or hail a passing taxi: she was 
not of the least importance, so why make so much fuss as 
though she were. 

His resentment against Bertha was quite active: there 
was plenty of room for the satisfaction of this impulse, and 
the equally strong one to see her again. The road back 
to the Quartier Berthe would probably have been taken 
immediately, but it needed as much of an effort, in the 
contrary direction, to get back, as it had to get away. 

At last one evening he started. He went deliberately 
up to an omnibus ‘ Clichy—St. Germain’ and took his 
seat under its roof. He was resolved to luxuriate in his 
weakness, now he had got started: he would do most 
thoroughly what he had been wanting to do for a week. 

He would be treading the floor of Bertha’s absurd flat 
again now and basking in her banality : the terrible ger- 
man middle-classishness would again hem him in. Also he 
would make it his business to find out what had been hap- 
pening in his absence : perhaps even, he might condescend 
to hang about a little outside and attempt to surprise her 
in some manner. Then he would behave ‘en maitre,’ 
there would be no further question of his having given her 
up and renounced his rights: he would behave just as 
though he had never gone away at all: he would claim his 
full rights with quite superfluous appeals to her love. In 
brief, he would conduct himself without any dignity or 
honesty at all—he was on his mettle. 

But once on the way in his bus, a wave of excitement 
overran him: what awaited him? She might really have 
given him up. She might not be there any more. But 
like Kreisler he found it difficult to think of her as fleeing, 
and not pursuing. 


PART V 
A MEGRIM OF HUMOUR 


Chapter I 


Son days later, in the evening, Tarr was to be found in 
a strange place. Decidedly, his hosts could not have 
explained it, how he got there: he displayed no conscious- 
ness of the anomaly. For the second time—after dining 
with her and her following at Restaurant Séguin, he had 
returned to Friulein Liepmann’s flat. As inexplicable as 
Kreisler’s former visits, these ones that Tarr began to 
make were not so perfectly unwelcome: also of course 
there was a glimmering of meaning in them for Bertha’s 
women friends. Two nights before he had presented him- 
self at the door of the flat as though he had been an old and 
established visitor there, shaken hands and sat down. He 
had listened to their music, drunk their Mokka and gone 
away apparently satisfied. Did he regard his official stand- 
ing with Bertha as a sanction, giving him a right to their 
hospitality ? At all events it was a prerogative he had 
never exercised before, except on one or two occasions in 
her company, quite at the start. 

Their explanation of this occurrence was that the young 
Englishman was in despair. His separation from Bertha 
(or her conduct with Kreisler) had hit him hard : he wished 
for mediation, or merely consolation. 

Neither of these guesses was right : it was really some- 
thing quite absurd: in reality Tarr was revisiting the 
glimpses of the moon, or the old, distant battlefields of 
love, in a tourist spirit, not without some preoccupations 
of a distinctly scientific or historical nature. It was rather 
as if he had been an official despatched by the Tarr Society 
to find where Tarr had slept, or taken his meals, with a 
view to putting up medallions or brass-plates : also for the 
collection of data for the Society’s archives. But ten days 
away from his love affair with Bertha, Tarr was now com- 
ing back to the old haunts and precincts of his infatuation : 
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he was living it all over again in memory, the central and 
all the accessory figures still in exactly the same place. 
Quite suddenly, everything to do with ‘those days,’ as 
he thought of a week or two before (or what had ended 
officially then) had become of absorbing interest, though 
curiously remote. Bertha’s women friends were delightful 
landmarks: Tarr could not understand how it was he had 
not taken any interest in them before. They had so much 
the german savour of that life lived with Bertha about 
them. 

But not only with them, but with Bertha herself he was 
likewise carrying on this mysterious retrospective life : he 
was so delighted, in fact, to be free of her, that he willingly 
poetized her personality and everything to do with it. It 
was, as a taste, on a par with the passion for the immediate 
past of the great Victorian Epoch. 

On this second visit to Fraulein Liepmann’s Tarr met 
Anastasya Vasek. She, at least, was nothing to do with 
his souvenirs: yet, not realizing her as an absolute new- 
comer at once, he accepted her as another proof of how 
delightful all these people in truth were. He patronized 
her as a modern aesthete would patronize an antima- 


cassar. 

So far he had been a very silent guest. What would this 
enigma eventually say, when it decided to speak? the Liep- 
mann circle wondered. 

* How is Bertha ?’ they had asked him. 

‘She has got a cold’ he had answered. It was a fact 
that she had caught a summer cold several days before. 
How strange! they thought. So he sees her still ! 

‘She hasn’t been to Flobert’s lately ’ Renée Liepmann 
said, ‘ I’ve been so busy or I ’d have gone round to see her: 
she ’s not in bed is she ? ’ 

‘Qh no, she’s just got a slight summer cold, she’s a little 
hoarse that’s all. She’s very well otherwise’ Tarr an- 
swered. 

Bertha disappears: Tarr turns up tranquilly in her 
place. Was he a substitute? It was most mysterious, 
and might turn out to be aggravating. The first flutter 
over, their traditional hostility for him reawakened :_had 
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he not always been an arrogant, eccentric and unpleasant 
person—Homme égotste. Homme sensuel! in van Bencke’s 
famous words. So what was he up to ? 

On observing him talking with new liveliness, to which 
they were quite unaccustomed and which he never showed 
with them, with the beautiful Anastasya, their suspicions 
began totakeform. They did not of course say: ‘ Perhaps 
getting to like Germans, and losing his first, he has come here 
to find another.’ And yet the conclusions to which they 
eventually came could without much alteration have been 
reduced to this simple statement. On his side, comfort- 
able in his liberty, Tarr was still enjoying the satisfactions 
of slavery. 

Tarr had been Homme égoiste so far it was certain, 
but Homme sensuel was an exaggeration. His sensual 
nature had remained undeveloped : his Bertha, if she had 
not been a joke, would not have satisfied him. Her milk- 
maid’s physique—the oretller de chair fraiche ot on ne 
peut atmer—had not succeeded in waking his senses: 
there was no more reality in their sex relations than in 
their other relations. But he had never wished for that 
sort of reality : his intellect had conspired to the effect that 
his senses never should be awakened, in that crude way : it 
was some such soothing milking process that nature wished 
him to have in place of passion, as he dimly understood. 

The whole of the meaning of his attachment to stupidity 
became more clear and consistent as he persevered, indeed : 
his artist’s asceticism could not support anything more 
serious than such an elementary rival: when he was on 
heat, it turned his eyes away from the highest beauty, and 
deliberately it dulled the extremities of his senses, so that 
he had nothing but rudimentary inclinations left. 

But perhaps that chapter was closing: in the interests 
of his animalism he was about to betray the artist in him : 
for he had of late been saying to himself that he must really 
endeavour to find a more suitable lady-companion, one he 
need not betooashamed of. ‘Life’ would be given a chance. 

Anastasya’s highly artistic beauty suggested an immedi- 
ate solution. 

Sorbert was now dragged out of his luxury of remini- 
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scence without knowing it, he began discriminating be- 
tween the Bertha enjoyment felt through the pungent 
german medium of her friends, and this novel artistic 
sensation. Yet as an intruder this novelty met with some 
resistance. 

Tarr asked Fraulein Vasek from what part of Germany 
she came. 

‘My parents are russian. I was born in Berlin and 
brought up in America. We livc in Vienna ’ she answered. 
‘I am a typical Russian, therefore.’ 

So she accounted for her jarring on his maudlin german 
reveries. 

‘Lots of russian families have settled latterly in Ger- 
many haven’t they ?’ he asked. 

* Russians are still rather savage : the more bourgeois a 
place or thing is the more it attracts them. German water- 
ing places, musical centres and so on, they like about as 
well as anything. Often they settle there if they can 
afford to.’ 

‘Do you regard yourself as a Russian or a German ? ’ 

‘Oh a Russian. I’m thoroughly russian.’ 

‘I’m glad of that’ said Tarr impulsively quite forget- 
ting where he was and the nature of his occupation. 

‘Don’t you like Germans then ?’ 

* Now you remind me of it I suppose I do: very much, 
in fact.’ He shook himself with self-reproach and gazed 
round benignly upon his hosts. ‘ Else I shouldn’t be here,’ 
he added. ‘They ’re such a nice, modest, assimilative race : 
I admire their sense of duty so much; they make perfect 
servants, they ’re excellent mercenary troops. I much 
prefer them to people of aristocratic or artistic race, who 
are apt to make a nuisance of themselves.’ 

‘IT see you know them really a fond.’ She laughed in 
the direction of the Liepmann. 

He made a deprecating gesture. 

‘Not much. But they are an accessible and friendly 

le.’ 

‘You are English ? ’ 

* Yes.’ 

He treated his hosts with a warm affability which sought 
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to make up for past affronts : this was only partially suc- 
cessful, it appeared. 

The two von Arnims came over and made an affection- 
ate demonstration around and upon Anastasya. She got 
up, scattering them abruptly, and went over to the piano. 

‘What a big brute!’ Tarr thought. ‘She would be 
just as good as Bertha to make a fuss of, though on the 
large side, and you get a respectable human being into the 
bargain!’ He was not convinced offhand that she would 
be as satisfactory. Let us see how it would he, he re- 
flected, when it came to the point; this even more sub- 
stantial machine, of repressed, moping senses, did attract 
certainly : to take it to pieces, bit by bit, and penetrate to 
its intimacy, might give a similar pleasure to undressing 
Bertha. But he fell into a reverie—it was really because 
she was so big that he was sceptical : women possessed of 
such an intense life as Anastasya always appeared on the 
verge of a dark spasm of unconsciousness: with their 
organism of fierce mechanical reactions their self-possession 
must be rather a bluff, and to have on your hands a blind 
force of those dimensions! Heshuddered: for the moment 
he was saved. 

Surrender to a woman was a sort of suicide for an artist. 
Nature, who never forgives an artist, would never allow her 
to forgive. So he has two enemies instead of one. With 
any ‘superior’ woman he had ever met, this feeling of 
being with a parvenu never left him and Fraulein Vasek 
was not an exception. An artist, she would be a vulgar 
one. 

On leaving, Tarr recognized that he no longer would 
come back to enjoy a diffused form of Bertha there: the 
prolongations of his Bertha period had passed its climax. 
On leaving Reneé Liepmann’s, nevertheless, he went to the 
Café Toucy, some distance away, but with an object. 
To make his present frequentations quite complete, it only 
needed Kreisler. Otto was there, very much on his present 
visiting list. He visited him regularly at the Café Toucy, 
where he was constantly to be found. 


Chapter 2 


bs following is the manner in which Tarr had become 
acquainted with Kreisler. Upon his first return from 
his exile in Montmartre he had arrived at Bertha’s place 
about seven in the evening. He hung about for a little: 
in ten minutes’ time he had his reward. She came out, 
followed by Herr Kreisler. 

At first Bertha had not seen him. He followed on the 
other side of the street, some fifteen yards behind. He 
did this with sleepy gratification. All was well: this was 
most amusing. 

Relations with her were now, it must be clear even to 
her, substantially at an end: a kind of good sensation of 
alternating jealousy and regret made him wander along 
with obedient gratitude. Should she turn round and see 
him, how uncomfortable the poor creature would be! 
How naturally alike in their mechanical marching gait she 
and the German were! He was a distinct third party—at 
last! Being-a-stranger, with very different appearance, 
thrilled him agreeably. Now by a little strategic man- 
ceuvre of short-cuts he would get in front of them. This 
he did. 

As he debouched from his turning some way ahead 
Bertha at once recognized him. She stopped dead and 
appeared to the astonished Otto to be about to take to her 
heels. It was flattering in a way that his mere presence 
should produce this effect: Tarr went up to her his hand 
stretched out. Her palm a sentimental instrument of 
weak, aching, heavy tissues, she gave him her hand. Her 
face was fixed on him in a mask of regret and reproach : 
fascinated by the intensity of this, he had been staring at 
her a little too long, perhaps with some reflection of her 
expression. He turned towards Kreisler : there he met a, 
to him, conventional meaningless countenance, of teutonic 
make. 

‘Herr Kreisler’ Bertha said with laconic energy, as 
though she were uttering some fatal name. Her ‘ Herr 
Kreisler ’ said hollowly ‘It ’sdone!’ It tolled ‘ My life is 
finished!’ It also had an inflexion of ‘ What shall Ido?’ 
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A sick energy saturated her face, the lips were indecently 
compressed, the eyes wide, dull, with watery rims. 

Tarr bowed to Kreisler as Bertha said his name. Kreis- 
ler raised his hat. Then, with a curious feeling of already 
thrusting himself on these two people, he began to walk 
along beside Bertha. 

She moved like an unconvinced party to a bargain, who 
consents to walk up and down a little, preliminary to a 
final consideration of the affair. ‘ Yes, but walking won’t 
help matters ’ she might have been saying continuing to 
walk aimlessly on. Kreisler’s indifference was absolute. 
There was an element of the child’s privilege in Tarr’s 
making himself of the party (‘ Sorbet, tu es st jeune’ in 
other words, to quote his late fiancée). There was the 
claim for indulgence of a spirit not entirely serious because 
so much at the beginning of life, so immature. The child- 
ishness of turning up as though nothing had happened, 
with such wilful resolve not to recognize the passionate 
seriousness of Bertha’s drama, the significance of the awful 
words ‘ Herr Kreisler!’ and so on, was not lost upon 
Tarr, but he did not understand the nature of the forces 
upon which his immunity reposed. Bertha must know 
the meaning of his rapid resurrection—she knew him too 
well not to know that that was as far as his argument got. 
So they walked on, without conversation. Then Tarr 
enquired if she were ‘ quite well.’ 

*'Yes Sorbert, quite well’ she replied, with soft tragic 
banter. 

As though by design, he always found just the words or 
tone that would give an opening for her lachrymose irony. 

But the least hint that he had come to reinstate himself 
must not remain: it must be clearly understood that 
Kretsler was the principal figure now: he, Tarr, was only 
a privileged friend—that must be emphasized ! 

With surely unflattermg rapidity somebody else had 
been found: her pretension to heroic attachment was 
compromised. Should not he put in for the vacant rdéle ? 
He would try his hand at it. He found a formula, where 
Kreisler was concerned : he had the air to a marked extent 
now of welcoming this newcomer. ‘Make yourself at 
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home, take no notice of me ’ his manner said in the plainest 
way. As to showing him over the premises he was taking 
possession of—he had made the inspection himself, no 
doubt that was unnecessary. 

‘We have a mutual friend, Lowndes’ Tarr said to 
Kreisler pleasantly. ‘A week or two ago he was going to 
introduce me to you, but it was fated—.’ 

‘ Ah yes, Lowndes’ said Kreisler. ‘I know him.’ 

* Has he left Paris do you happen to know ?’ 

‘I think not. I thought I saw him yesterday, there, in 
the Boulevard Steinberg ’ Kreisler nodded over his shoul- 
der, indicating precisely the spot on which he had observed 
Lowndes on the preceding day: his gesture implied that 
Lowndes might still be found thereabout. 

Bertha shrank in clumsy pantomime from their affability. 
From the glances she pawed her german friend with, he 
deserved nothing, it was more than plain, but horrified 
avoidance. Sorbert’s astute and mischievous way of sad- 
dling her with Kreisler, accepting their being together as 
the most natural thing in life, brought out her fighting 
spirit. Tarr honoured him, clearly out of politeness to her: 
very well: all she could do for the moment was to be notice- 
ably distant with Kreisler. She must display towards him 
the disgust and reprobation that Tarr ought to feel, and 
which he refused to exhibit in order to vex her. 

During the last few days Kreisler had persisted in seeing 
her: he had displayed some cleverness in his choice of 
means. As a result of overtures and manceuvres, Bertha 
had now consented to see him. Her demoralization was 
complete. She could not stand up any longer against the 
result, personified by Kreisler, of her romantic actions. 
At present she had transferred her hatred from herself to 
Kreisler. 

Tarr’s former relations with Bertha were known to Otto ; 
he resented the Englishman’s air of proprietorship, the 
sort of pleasant ‘ handing-over’ that was going on; it 
probably had for object, he thought, to cheapen his little 
success, and he did not like it. Bertha was of course 
responsible. 

‘I don’t think Herr Kreisler I ll come to dinner after 
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all.” She stood still and rolled her eyes wildly in several 
directions, and stuck one of her hands stiffly out from her 
side. 

‘Very well Fraulein’ he replied evenly. The dismissal 
annoyed him: his eyes took in Tarr compendiously in 
passing. Was this a resuscitation of old love at his ex- 
pense ? Tarr had perhaps come to claim his property : 
this was not the way that is usually done. 

‘ Adieu Herr Kreisler’’ sounded like his dismissal. A 
‘never let me see you again, understand that here things 
end!’ was written blackly in her eyes. With some irony 
he bid good-day to Tarr. 

‘I hope we shall meet again.’ Tarr shook him warmly 
by the hand. 

‘ It is likely ’ Kreisler replied at once. 

Kreisler as yet was undisturbed. He had no intention 
of relinquishing his acquaintance with Bertha Lunken : if 
the Englishman’s amiability were a polite way of reclaim- 
ing property left ownerless and therefore susceptible of new 
rights being created in it, then in time those later rights 
would be vindicated. 

Kreisler’s first impression of Tarr was not flattering. 
But no doubt they would meet again, as he had said. 


Chapter 3 


#irtHA held out her hand brutally, in a sort of spasm 
of will: said, in the voice of ‘ finality,’ 

* Good-bye Sorbert. Good-bye!’ 

He did not take it. She left it there a moment, saying 
again ‘ Good-bye ! ’ 

‘Good-bye if you like’ he said at length. ‘ But I see 
no reason why we should part in this florid manner: if 
Kreisler wouldn’t mind ’—he looked after him—‘ we might 
go for a little walk : or will you come and have a drink—?’ 

“No Sorbert, I’d rather not. Let us say good-bye at 
once, will you ? ’ 

‘My good Bertha don’t be so stupid! You are you 
know the world’s goose!’ He took her arm and dragged 
her towards a Café, the first one on the Boulevard they 
were approaching. 

She hung back, prolonging the personal contact, yet 
ae to be resisting it with wonder—her eyes 
rolled. 

*Ican’t Sorbert. Je ne peux pas!’ purring her lips out 
and rolling her eyes furiously. In the end she allowed 
herself to be dragged and pushed into the Café. For some 
time conversation hung back. 

* How is Fraulein Liepmann getting on ?’ 

‘I don’t know. I haven’t seen her.’ 

‘Ah!’ 

Tarr felt he had five pieces to play. He had played one. 
The other four he toyed with in a lazy way. 

‘Van Bencke ?’ 

* I have not seen her.’ 

That left three. 

* How is Isolde ? ’ 

‘I don’t know.’ 

‘Seen the Kinderbachs ? ’ 

* One of them.’ 

» ‘ How is Clare ? ’ 

‘Clare ? She is quite well I think.’ 

The solder for the pieces of this dialogue was a dreary 
grey material supplied by Bertha. Their talk was an un- 
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necessary column on the top of which she perched herself 
with glassy quietude. 

She turned to him abruptly as though he had been hiding 
behind her and tickling her neck with a wisp of straw, in 
bucolic horseplay. 

‘Why did you leave me Sorbert! Why did you leave 


e 

He filled his pipe, and then said, feeling an untalented 
Pro on a provincial first-night: ‘I went away at that 
particular moment, as you are aware, because I had heard 
that Herr Kreisler—.’ 

‘Don’t speak to me about Kreisler—don’t mention his 
name, I beg you. Ihatethat man. Pfui!’ 

Her violence made Tarr have a look at her. Of course 
she would say that: she was using too much hatred 
though, not to be rather flush of it for the moment. 

‘ But I don’t see—.’ 

‘Don’t, don’t!’ She sat up suddenly in her chair and 
shook her finger in his face. ‘If you mention Kreisler 
again Sorbert I shall hate you too! Tespecially pray you not 
to mention him! It is unfair to me and—I cannot bear it!’ 

She collapsed, mouth drawn down at corners. 

* As you like.’ In insisting farther he would appear to 
be demanding an explanation : hints of exceptional claims 
upon her confidence must be avoided, there must be no 
explanations. 

‘Why did you leave me? You don’t know, I have been 
mad ever since but completely off my head. One is as 
helpless as possible! I have felt just as though I had got 
out of a sick-bed. I have had no strength at all, I still 
don’t know where I am norwhyIam here. Sorbert!’ He 
looked up with feigned astonishment. 

‘Very well!’ She relapsed with a sigh at his side in a 
relaxed and even careless attitude. 

From the Café they went to Flobert’s. It was after nine 
o’clock and the place was empty. She bought a wing of 
chicken, at a dairy a salad and eggs, two rolls at the baker’s, 
the material for two suppers. It was more than she would 
need for herself : Sorbert did not offer to share the expense. 
At the gate leading to her house he left her. 
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Immediately afterwards, walking towards the terminus 
of the Montmartre omnibus, he realized that he was well in 
the path that led away, as he had not done while still with 
her. He was glad and sorry, doing homage to her and the 
future together. As a moribund Bertha she possessed a 
novel fascination: the immobile short sunset of their 
friendship should be enjoyed. A rich throwing-up and 
congesting of souvenirs on this threshold were all the better 
for the weak and silly sun: ah what a delightful imper- 
turbable clockwork orb ! 

On the next day at a rather earlier hour Tarr again 
made his way across Paris. He invited himself to tea 
with her. They talked to each other as though posing for 
their late personalities. 

Deliberately he took up one or two controversial points. 
In a spirit of superfluous courtesy he went back to the 
subject of several of their old typical disputes, and pro- 
ceeded to argue, with a sober eloquence, against himself. 
He seemed concerned to show her how very wrong he had 
been. 

All their difficulties seemed swept away in a relaxed 
humid atmosphere, most painful and disagreeable to her. 
He agreed entirely with her, now agreeing no longer meant 
anything! But the key was elsewhere : enjoyment of and 
acquiescence in everything Berthaesque and Teutonic was 
where it was to be found. Just as now he went to see 
Bertha’s very german friends, and said ‘ How delightful ’ 
to himself at every moment so he appeared to be resolved 
to come back for a week or two and to admire and patron- 
ize everything that formerly he had found most irritating 
in Bertha herself. Before retiring for good like a man who 
hears that the rind of the fruit he has just been eating is 
good and comes back to his plate to devour the part he 
has discarded, Tarr returned to have a last leisurely tankard 
of german beer. Or still nearer the figure, his claim in the 
unexceptionable part of her now lapsed, he had returned 
demanding to be allowed to live just a little while longer on 
the absurd and disagreeable section. 

On her side Bertha suffered more than in all the rest of 
the time she had spent with him put together. To tell the 
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whole Kreisler story might lead to a fight. Her beloved 
Sorbert might be shot by that brute. She had a vivid 
picture of her Young Werther breathing his last almost im 
blauen Frack mit gelber Veste, the assembly beside them- 
selves with sorrow, ‘ hanging upon his lips,’ as she and he 
in the golden summer of their early friendship had read, 
beside a goethean brook, the ending of those imaginary 
Sorrows. Nothing would ever induce her, she thought in 
terror, to expose him to those dangers. It was too late 
now. She could not, in honour, seek to re-entangle Tarr 

Nor could she disown Kreisler. She had been found 
with Kreisler ; she had no means of keeping him away for 
good. An attempt at suppressing him might produce any 
result—the most fearful vile things mighthappen. Should 
she have been able, or had she desired, to resume her rela- 
tions with Tarr, Kreisler would not have left him unin- 
formed of all the things that had happened, shown in the 
most uncongenial light, she could see Kreisler describing 
his actions to Tarr, watching him like a cat with a mouse 
If left alone, and not driven away with ignominy, he might 
gradually quiet down and disappear.—Sorbert would bc 
gone, too, by that time ! 

Their prand, beautiful friendship into which shc had put 
all the romance of which her spint was capable, in generous 
shovelfuls, was ending in shabby shallows. ‘Tarr had the 
best réle, and did not deserve it No cruel implacabl 
creditor, coming between a person and his happiness, was 
ever more detested than she at the last detested Kreisler. 


Chapter 4 


ark left Bertha punctually at seven. She looked very 
ill. He resolved not to go there any more. 

Very low, feeling strangely upset, he made towards 
Vallet’s; when he reached it, it was full of Americans. He 
gave all these merry school-children, with their nasal high- 
spirits, a dark look and sat down. Kreisler was not there : 
afterwards he went on a hunt for him and ran him to earth 
at the Café Toucy. 

Kreisler was not cordial. He emitted sounds of gruff 
surprise, shuffled his feet and blinked. But Tarr sat down 
in front of him. Kreisler grinned unpleasantly, summon- 
ing the waiter he offered him a drink. After that he 
settled down to contemplate Bertha’s Englishman at his 
leisure, and to await developments. He was always rather 
softer with people with whom he could converse in his own 
harsh tongue. 

Tarr naturally sought out Kreisler on the same principle 
that he thrust himself upon the Liepmann group: a bath 
of Germans was his prescription for himself, a voluptuous 
immersion. To heighten the effect, he was being german 
himself—being Bertha as well. 

But he was more german than the Germans, Kreisler 
did not recognize the portrait entirely. Successive lovers 
of a certain woman fraternizing, husbands hobnobbing 
with their wives’ lovers or husbands of their unmarried 
days is a commonplace of german or scandinavian society, 
and Tarr brought an alien intensity into the situation. 

Kreisler had not returned to Bertha’s. He was too 
lazy : but he concluded that she had better be given scope 
for anything the return of Tarr might suggest. He, Otto 
Kreisler, might be supposed no longer to exist : his mind 
in short was working up for some truculent action. Tarr 
was no obstacle: he would just walk through this fancy- 
man like a ghost when he saw fit to ‘ advance ’ again. 

‘You met Lowndes in Rome didn’t you?’ Tarr asked 


Kreisler nodded. 
‘Have you seen Fraulein Lunken to-day ? ’ 
214 
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‘No.’ As Tarr was coming to the point Kreisler conde- 
scended to speak—‘I shall see her to-morrow morning.’ 

A space for protest or comment seemed to be left : but 
Tarr smiled at the tone of this piece of information. 
Kreisler at once grinned, mockingly, in return. 

‘You can get out of your head any idea that I have 
turned up to interfere with your proceedings’ Tarr then 
said, ‘ Affairs lie entirely between Fréulein Lunken and 
yourself.’ 

Kreisler met this assurance truculently, 

‘You could not interfere with my proceedings. I do 
what I want to do in this life ! ’ 

‘Capital! Wunderbar! How I admire you !’ 

‘Your admiration is not asked for!’ 

‘It leaps up involuntarily! Prosit! But I did not 
mean, Herr Kreisler, that my desire to interfere, had such 
desire existed, would have been tolerated. Oh no! I 
meant that no such desire existing, we had no cause for 
quarrel. Prosit ! ’ 

Tarr again raised his glass expectantly and coaxingly, 
peering steadily at the German. He said ‘ Prosit’ as he 
would have said ‘ Peep-oh ! ’ 

‘ Pros’t !’ Kreisler answered with alarming suddenness, 
and an alarming diabolical smile. ‘Prosit!’ with finality. 
He put his glass down with a crash. ‘Thatis allright. I 
have no desire ’ he wiped and struck up his moustaches * to 
quarrel with anybody. I wish to be left alone. That is all.’ 

‘ To be left alone to enjoy your friendship with Fraulein 
Lunken—that is your meaning? Am I not right? Isee.’ 

‘That is my business. I wish to be left alone.’ 

* Of course it ’s your business, my dear, sir. Have an- 
other drink!’ He called the waiter. Kreisler agreed to 
another drink. 

Why was this Englishman sitting there and talking to 
him ? It was in the german style and yet it wasn’t. Was 
Kreisler to be shifted, was he meant to go ? Had the task 
of doing this been put on Bertha’s shoulders ? Had Tarr 
come there to ask him, or in the hope that he would vol- 
unteer a promise, never to see Bertha again or something 


ofthat sort ? On the other hand, was he being approached 
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by Tarr in the capacity of an old friend of Bertha’s, or in 
her interests or at her instigation ? 

With frowning impatience he bent forward quickly once 
or twice, asking Tarr to repeat some remark. Tarr’s 
german was not so good as it might have been. But 
another glass of french Pilsener, and Kreisler became en- 
gagingly expansive. 

‘ Have you ever been to England ?’ Tarr asked him. 

* England ?—No—I should not mind going there at all ! 
Tlike Englishmen! I feel I should get on better with them 
than with these French. I hate the French! They are 
all actors.’ 

‘You should go to London.’ 

‘Ah to London. Yes, I should go to London, it must 
be a wonderful town! I have often meant to go there. 
Is it expensive ? ’ 

‘The journey ?’ 

* Well, once you ’re there. Life is dearer than it is here, 
I have been told.’ For the moment Kreisler forgot his 
circumstances. The Englishman seemed to have hit on a 
means of escape for him: he had never thought of Eng- 
land! A hazy notion of its untold wealth made it easier 
for him to put aside momentarily the fact of his tottering 
finances. 

Perhaps this Englishman had been sent him by the 
Schicksal. He had always got on well with Englishmen ! 

The notion then crossed his mind that Tarr perhaps 
wanted fo get him out of Paris. That was it. He had 
come to make him some offer of hospitality in England. 
At once, in a bargaining spirit he began to run England 
down. He must at all costs not appear too anxious to go 
there. 

‘They say, though, things have changed. England ’s 
not what it was’ he said, shaking his head heavily from 
side to side. 

‘No. But it has changed for the better.’ 

‘I don’t believe a word of it! It’s rotten. I’ve 
heard !’ 

‘No, it’s quite true. The last time I was there it had 
improved so much that I thought of stopping. Merrie 
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England is played out, there won’t be a regular Pub in the 
whole country in fifty years. Art will flourish you see if it 
doesn’t! There’s not a real gypsy left in the country. 
It ’s fantastic : not one genuine one. The sham art-ones 
are dwindling ! ’ 

‘ Are the Zigeuner disappearing ? ’ 

‘Rather! There ’s not a true-blue Romany Rye from 
Land’s End to John 0’ Groat’s !’ 

‘ The only Englishmen I know are very sympathisch.’ 

‘ Of course.’ 

They pottered about, on the subject of England, for some 
time. Kreisler was very tickled with the idea of England. 

‘English women—what are they like?’ Kreisler then 
enquired with a grin. Their relations made this subject de- 
lightfully delicate and yet, Kreisler thought, \ cry natural. 
This Englishman was evidently a description of pander, 
and no doubt he would be as inclined to be hospitable with 
his countrywomen in the abstract as with his late fiancée 
in concrete fashion. 

‘ A friend of mine who had been there told me they were 
very “ pretty ” ’—he pronounced the english word with 
mincing slowness and mischievous interrogation marks in 
his distorted face. 

‘Your friend did not exaggerate: the britannic lasses 
are like languid nectarines! The Tiller girls are a pale 
shadow of what you see in Britain. You would enjoy 
yourself there.’ 

‘But I can’t speak english—only a little. ‘I spik 
ingleesh a leetle ” ’ he attempted with pleasure. 

‘Very good! You ’d getonsplendidly! They ’re most 
partial to the german brogue.’ 

Kreisler brushed his moustaches up, sticking his lips out 
in a hard gluttonous way. Tarr watched him with sym- 
pathetic curiosity. 

‘ But—my friend told me—they ’re not—I don’t know 
how to describe it—not very kind. Are they easy? 
They are great flirts—so far—and then bouf /—you are 
sent flying! They are teasers, what, are they not!’ 

‘You would find nothing on the lines of Fasching—no 
official Ausgelassenheit, you understand me. No you 


218 TARR 


would not find anything to compare with the facilities of 
your own country. But you would not wish for that ?’ 

‘No ?—But, tell me, then. They are cold Y—They are 
of a calculating nature ? ’ 

* They are practical, I suppose, up to a certain point. 
But you must go and see.’ 

Kreisler ruminated. 

‘What do you find particularly attractive about 
Bertha ?’ Tarr asked in a discursive way. ‘I ask you as 
a German. I have often wondered what a German would 
think of her.’ 

Kreisler looked at him with resentful uncertainty for a 
moment. He took a draught of beer and smacked his lips. 

‘You want to know what I think of the Lunken ?— 
She’s a sly prostitute, that’s what she is!’ he announced 
loudly and challengingly. 

‘Ah!’ 

When he had given Tarr time for any demonstration and 
decided that nothing was forthcoming he thawed into his 
sociable self. He then added : 

* She ’s not a bad girl! But she tricked you my friend ! 
She never cared that ’—he snapped his fingers inexpertly— 
‘for you! Not that! She told me so!’ 

‘Really ? That ’s interesting—But I expect you ’re 
only telling lies. All Germans do!’ 

* All Germans lie?’ Kreisler exclaimed shrilly. 

*** Deutsches Volk—the folk that deceives!”’’ is your 
philosopher Nietzsche’s account of the origin of the word 
Deutsch.’ 

Kreisler sulked a moment. 

‘No. We don’t lie! Why should we? We’re not 
afraid of the truth, so why should we ? ’ 

‘ Perhaps, as a tribe, you lied to begin with, but have 
now given it up ?’ 

* What ?’ 

‘ That may be the explanation of Nietzsche’s etymology. 
Although he seemed very stimulated at the idea of your 
national certificate of untruthfulness: he felt that, as a 
true patriot, he should react against your blue eyes, your 
beer, and the childish frankness,’ 


PART V 219 


‘Quatsch! What did Nietzsche know about the Ger- 
mans? He wasa Jew! Nietzsche!’ 

‘You ’ve mixed him up with Wagner.’ 

‘Nietzsche was always paradoral: he would say any- 
thing to amuse himself. You English are the greatest liars 
and hypocrites on this earth !’ 

‘See the Continental Press”! I only dispute your 
statement because I know it is not first-hand. Hypocrisy 
is usually a selfish stupidity.’ 

‘The English are stupid hypocrites then! We agree. 
Prosit ! ’ 

* The Germans are uncouth but zealous liars! Prosit !’ 

He offered Kreisler a cigarette. A pause occurred to 
afford the acuter national susceptibilities time to cool. 

‘You haven't yet given me your opinion of Bertha. 
You permitted yourself a truculent flourish that evaded 
the question.’ 

‘I wish to evade the question !—I told you that she has 
tricked you. Sheis very underhand—malin! Sheis tricking 
me now, or she is trying to. She will not succeed with me!’ 

He put his finger to the side of his nose. 

‘© When you go to take a woman you should be careful 
not to forget your whip!’’ That Nietzsche said too! ’ 

* Are you going to give her a beating?’ Tarr asked. 

Kreisler laughed in ferocious ironical fashion. 

* You consider that you are being fooled in some way 
by Fraulein Lunken ?’ 

* She would if she could. She is nothing but deceit. She 
isa snake. Pfui!’ 

‘You consider her a very cunning and double-faced 
woman ? ’” 

Kreisler nodded sulkily. 

* With the soul of a prostitute ? ’ 

‘She has an innocent face, like a Madonna. But she is 
a prostitute.’ He paused: then he shouted ‘I have 
proofs of it ! ’ 

* In what way has she tricked me?’ 

‘In the way that women always trick men ! ’ 

With resentment partly, and with hard picturesque 
levity, Kreisler met Tarr’s discourse. 
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This solitary drinker, particularly shabby, who could 
be ‘dismissed’ so easily, whom Bertha with accents of 
sincerity ‘hated, hated !’ was so different from the sort of 
man that Tarr expected might attract her, that he began 
to wonder. A certain satisfaction resulted from these 
observations. 

For that week he saw Kreisler nearly every day: a 
regulation ‘triangle’ was then set up. Bertha (whom 
Tarr saw constantly too) did not actually refuse admit- 
tance to Kreisler (although he usually had first to knock a 
good many times), yet she prayed him repeatedly not to 
come any more. Standing always in a drooping and 
desperate condition before him, she did her best to avert 
a new outburst on his part. She sought to mollify him as 
much as was consistent with the most absolute refusal. 
Tarr, unaware of how things actually stood, seconded his 
successor. 

Kreisler, on his side, was rendered obstinate by her often 
tearful refusal to have anything more whatever to do with 
him. On one occasion he attempted to repeat his initial 
performance. They were fighting on the floor when Tarr 
entered. With curses, panting and dishevelled, Kreisler 
desisted and retired to the kitchen. Tarr placed himself 
upon the settee. Bertha remained where she was, rolling 
over upon her face. Shortly Tarr heard Kreisler leave the 
house. 

‘I’m sorry to have barged in’ he said. 

As Bertha did not speak, he withdrew, quietly closing 
the two doors after him—he had still retained his latch- 
key. 

Kreisler had come to regard Tarr as part of Bertha, a 
sort of masculine extension of her: at the Café he would 
look out for him, and drink deeply in his presence. 

‘I will have her. I will have her!’ he once shouted 
towards the end of the evening, springing up and calling 
loudly for the waiter. It was all Tarr could do to prevent 
him from going, with assurances of intercession. 

His suspicions of Tarr at last awoke once more. What 
was the meaning of this Englishman always there—what 
was he there for after all? If it had not been for him, 
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several times he would have rushed off and had his way 
with this disaffected mistress, the eagle’s way. But he 
was always there between them: and in secret, too, 
probably, and away from him—Kreisler—he was working 
on Bertha’s feelings, and preventing her from seeing him. 
Tarr was the obstacle! Yet there he was, arguing and 
palavering, offering to act as an intermediary, and mean- 
time preventing him from acting. He alone was the 
obstacle, and yet he talked as though he were nothing to do 
with it, or at the most a casually interested third party :— 
that is how Kreisler felt on his way home after having 
drunk a good deal. But so long as Tarr paid for drinks 
he staved him off his prey. 


Chapter 5 


ARR soon regretted this last anti-climax stage of his 

adventure: he would have left Kreisler alone, but he 
felt that by frequenting him he could save Bertha from 
something disagreeable. With disquiet and misgiving 
every night now he sat in front of his prussian friend; he 
watched him gradually swallowing enough spirits to work 
him up to his pitch of characteristic madness. 

‘ After all let us hear really what it all means, your 
Kreisler stunt, and Kreisler ?’ he said to her four or five 
days after his reappearance. ‘ Do you know that I act as 
a dam, or rather a dyke, to his outrageous flood of liquor- 
ous spirits every night? Only my insignificant form is 
between you and destruction, or you and a very unpleasant 
Kreisler, at any rate. I’m afraid he may do you some 
mischief one of these fine days. Have you seen him when 
he’s drunk ?—What, after all, does Kretsler mean ? 
Satisfy my curiosity.’ 

Bertha shuddered and looked at him with dramatically 
wide-open eyes, as though there were no answer. 

‘It’s nothing Sorbert, nothing’ she said, as though 
Kreisler were the bubonic plague and she were making 
light of it. 

‘Why aren’t you kinder to him? He really has some- 
thing to complain of.’ 

He had neglected the coincidence of his own reappear- 
ance and Bertha’s refusal to see Kreisler. He must avoid 
finding himself manceuvred into appearing the cause: a 
tranquil and sentimental revenant was the rdle he had 
chosen. He encouraged Bertha to see his boon companion 
and relax her sudden exclusiveness: but he hesitated to 
carry out thoroughly his part of go-between and reconciler. 
At length he began to make enquiries. After all, to have 
to hold back his successor to the favours of a lady, from 
going and seizing those rights (temporarily denied him 
presumably), was an uncomfortable situation. At any 
moment now it seemed likely that Kreisler would turn 
upon him. 

Better leave lovers to fight out their own quarrels! All 
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his retrospective pleasure was being spoilt. Bertha was 
tempted to explain, in as dramatic a manner as possible, 
the situation to Tarr: but she hesitated always because 
she thought it would lead to a fight. She was often, as it 
was, anxious for Tarr. 

‘ Sorbert, I think I ll go to Germany at once’ she said 
to him, on the afternoon of his second visit to Renée Liep- 
mann’s. 

‘Why, because you ’re afraid of Kreisler ? ’ 

‘No but I think it ’s better.’ 

* But why, all of a sudden ? ’ 

* My sister will be home from Berlin, in a day or two —.’ 

‘And you ’d leave me here to “ mind ” the dog.’ 

‘No. Don’t see Kreisler any more, Sorbert. Dog is 
the word indeed! He is mad: he is worse than mad. 
Promise me, Sorbert ’—she took his hand—‘ not to go to 
the Café any more ! ’ 

‘Do you want him at your door at twelve to-night ?— 
I feel I may be playing the part of—gooseberry do you 
call it—.’ 

‘Don’t Sorbert. If you only knew !—He was here this 
morning, hammering for nearly half an hour. But all I 
ask you is to go to the Café no more. There is no need for 
you to be mixed up in all this: I alone am to blame.’ 

‘Have you known Otto long—before you knew me for 
instance ? ’ 

‘No only a week or two—since you went away.’ 

‘I must ask Kreisler. But he seems to have very primi- 
tive notions about himself.’ 

‘Don’t bother any more with that man Sorbert. You 
don’t do any good. Don’t go to the Café to-night !’ 

‘Why to-night ?’ 

* Any night.’ 

The chief cause of separation had become an element of 
insidious rapprochement. He left her silently apprehen- 
sive face at the front door, staring after him mournfully. 

So that night, after his second visit to Fraulein Liep- 
mann’s, he did not seek out Kreisler at his usual head- 
quarters with his first enthusiasm. 


Chapter 6 


LREADY before a considerable pile of saucers, repre- 
senting a considerable bill up-to-date for the accom- 
modating Tarr, Kreisler sat quite still, his eyes very bright, 
smiling to himself. Tarr did not at once ask him ‘ what 
Kreisler meant ’ as he had intended ; ‘ Kreisler ’ looked as 
though it meant something a little different on that par- 
ticular evening. He acknowledged Tarr’s arrival slightly, 
seeming to include him in his reverie. Then they sat with- 
out speaking, this meeting redolent of the unpleasant 
atmosphere of police-court romance. 

Tarr still kept his retrospective luxury before him, as it 
maintained the Kreisler side of the transaction in a desired 
perspective. Anastasya, whom he had just left, had come 
as a diversion. He got back, with her, into the sphere of 
‘real’ things again, not fanciful retrospective ones. This 
would be a reply to Kreisler (an Anastasya for your Otto) 
and restore the balance: at present they were perched 
upon a sort of three-legged affair. The fourth party would 
make things solid and less precarious. 

To maintain his rdle of intermediary and go on moment- 
arily keeping his eye on Kreisler’s threatening figure, he 
must himself be definitely engaged in a new direction, 
beyond the suspicion of hankerings after his old love. Did 
he, however, wish to enter into a new attachment with 
Anastasya ? That could be decided later: he would take 
the first steps, retain her if possible, and out of this 
charming expedient pleasant things might arise. For the 
moment he was compelled to requisition her. She might 
be regarded as a casual travelling companion: thrown to- 
gether on a casanovaesque stage-coach journey, anything 
might happen. Delight, adventure and amusement were 
always achicved : his itch to see his humorous concubine 
is turned into a ‘ retrospective luxury,’ visits to the Liep- 
mann circle, mysterious relationship with Kreisler: this, in 
its turn, suddenly turning rather prickly and perplexing, he 
now, through the agency of a beautiful fourth party, turns it 
back again into fun; not serious enough for Beauty—des- 
tined, therefore, rather for her subtle, rough, satiric sister. 
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Once Anastasya had been relegated to her place rather 
of expediency, he could think of her with more freedom : 
he looked forward to his work in her direction. There 
would be no harm at all in anticipating a little : she might 
at once be brought upon the boards, as though the affair 
were already settled and ripe for publicity. 


‘Do you know a girl called Anastasya Vasek ? She is to 
be found at your german friend’s, Fraulein Liepmann’s.’ 

‘Yes I know her’ said Kreisler, looking up with un- 
wavering blankness. His introspective smile vanished. 
‘What then ?’ was implied in his look. What a fellow 
this Englishman was, to be sure! What was he after 
now? Anastasya was a much more delicate point with 
him than Bertha. 

‘I’ve just got to know her. She’s an attractive pirl, 
don’t you agree?’ Kreisler’s reception of these innocent 
remarks he could not make out at all, 

‘Isshe?’ Kreisler looked at him almost with astonish- 
ment. 

There is a point beyond which we must hold people re- 
sponsible for accidents : innocence then loses its meaning. 
Beyond this point Tarr had transgressed. Whether Tarr 
knew anything or not, the essential reality was that Tarr 
was beginning to get at him with Anastasya, just having 
been for a week a problematic figure suddenly appearing 
between him and his prey of the rue Martine. The habit 
of civilized restraint had done something to keep Kreisler 
baffled and passive for a week. His new self-elected boon 
companion also was an open-handed person : he had been 
preparing lately to borrow money from him. Anastasyu 
brought on the scene was another kettle of fish. What did 
this new stunt signify ? ‘ Bertha Lunken will have no- 
thing more to do with you. You mustn’t annoy her any 
more. In the meantime, I am getting on very well with 
Anastasya Vasek!’ Was that the idea ’ 

Kreisler ruminated the question as to whether Tarr had 
heard the whole story of his assault upon his late fiancée : 
the possibility of his knowing increased his contempt for 
this shifty gentleman. 
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Kreisler was disarmed for the moment by the retiem- 
brance of Anastasya. 

‘Is Fraulein Vasek working in a studio ?’ he asked. 

* She ’s at Serrano’s, I think’ Tarr answered. 

‘So you go to Fraulein Liepmann’s ? ’ 

* Sometimes.’ 

Kreisler reflected a little. 

* I should like to see her again.’ 

Tarr began to scent another mysterious muddle. Would 
he never be free of Herr Kreisler? Perhaps he was going 
to be followed there as well. In deliberate meditation 
Kreisler appeared to be coming round to Tarr’s opinion : 
for his part too, Fraulein Vasek was a nice young lady. 
* Yes, she is attractive, as you say ! ’—his manner began to 
suggest that Tarr had put her forward as a substitute for 
Bertha. 

For the rest of the evening Kreisler would talk of nothing 
but Anastasya. How was she dressed ? Had she men- 
tioned him? and so forth. Tarr felt inclined to say ‘ But 
you don’t understand! She is for me. Bertha is your 
young woman now!’ Only in reflecting on this possible 
remark, he was confronted with the obvious reply ‘ But ts 
Bertha my young woman? _ I have been denied my male 
rights since you put in an appearance! It’s up to you to 
find me a substitute.’ 


Chapter 7 


thes had Anastasya in solitary promenade two days 
after this conversation. He had worked the first 
stage consummately : he swam with ease beside his big 
hysterical black swan, seeming to guide her with a golden 
halter. They were swimming at the moment with august 
undulations of thought across the Luxembourg Gardens on 
this sunny and tasteful evening, about four o’clock. The 
Latins and Scandinavians who strolled upon the Latin 
terrace were each of them a microscopic hero, but better 
turned out than the dubious too spacious and slap-dash 
heroes of 1840’s Vie de Bohéme and revolutionary storm 
and stress. 

The inviolate, constantly sprinkled and shining lawns by 
the Lycée Henri Trois were thickly fringed with a sort of 
seaside humanity, who sat facing them and their coolness 
as though it had been the sea. Leaving these upland 
expanses to the sedentary swarms of mammas and papas, 
Tarr and Anastasya crossed over beneath the trees past 
the children’s carousals grinding out their antediluvian 
lullabies. 

This place represented the richness of three wasted 
years, three incredibly gushing, thick years—what had 
happened to this delightful muck ? He had just turned 
seventeen when he had arrived there, and had wandered 
in this children’s outdoor nursery almost a child himself. 
All this profusion had accomplished for him was to dye the 
avenues of a Park with personal colour for the rest of his 
existence. No one, he was quite convinced, had squan- 
dered so much of the imaginative stuff of life in the neigh- 
bourhood of these terraces, ponds, and lawns. So this was 
more nearly his Park than it was anybody else’s: he 
should never walk through it without bitter and soothing 
recognition from it. Well, that was what the ‘man of 
action’ accomplished. In four idle years he had been, 
when most inactive, experimenting with the man of 
action’s job. He had captured a Park !—well! he had 
spent himself into the earth, the trees had his sap in them 

He remembered a day when he had brought a newly 
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purchased book to the bench there, his mind tearing at it in 
advance, almost writing it in its energy. He had been full 
of such unusual abounding faith: the streets around 
these gardens, in which he had lodged alternately, were so 
many confluents and tributaries of memory, charging in 
upon it on all sides with defunct puissant tides. The 
places, he then reflected, where childhood has been spent, 
or where, later, dreams of energy have been flung away, 
year after year, are obviously the healthiest spots for a 
person where such places exist : but perhaps, although he 
possessed the Luxembourg Gardens so completely, they were 
completely possessed by thousands of other people! So 
many men had begun their childhood of ambition in this 
neighbourhood. His hopes, too, no doubt, had grown 
there more softly because of the depth and richness of the 
bed. A sentimental miasma made artificially in Paris a 
similar good atmosphere where the mind could healthily 
exist as was found by artists in brilliant, complete and 
solid times. Paris was the most human city we had. 


‘ Elle dit le mot, Anastase, né pour @ éternels parchemins.’ 
He could not, however, get interested : was it the obstin- 
ate Kighteenth-Century animal vision? Those Kighteenth- 
Century hams—the rosy cheeks and cupid mouths and 
gigantic bottoms, those shapes once they got into your 
head, perhaps got in the way and obstructed? When you 
plunge into these beings, must they be all quivering with 
unconsciousness, like life with a cat or a serpent ?—But 
her sex would throw clouds over her eyes: she was a 
woman—it was no good. Again he must confess Anas- 
tasya could only offer him something too serious ; he could 
not play and joke so well with that. 

Then to his Bertha he was after a fashion true ; the pro- 
tective instinct that people with a sense of their own power 
have for those not equals with whom they have been as- 
sociated existed with him : he would have given to Bertha 
the authority of his own spirit, to prime her with himself 
that she might meet on equal terms and vanquish any rival. 
A slight hostility to Anastasya made itself felt, like a part 
of Bertha left in himself protesting and jealous. 
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“I suppose she knows all about Bertha’ he thought. 
(‘Homme sensuel! Homme égoiste !’ he remembered.) 

She seemed rather shy with him. 

* How do you like Paris ?’ he asked. 

‘I don’t know yet. Do you like it?’ She had a flat- 
ness in speaking english because of her education in the 
United States. 

‘I don’t like to be quite so near the centre of the world, 
you feel the machinery at work. Then it’s too exciting 
and prevents you from working. But here lam. It’s 
certainly difficult to live in London after Pans.’ 

* IT should have thought everything was so perfected here 
that the machinery did not obtrude—’ she objected. 

* Perhaps that is so; but I think that Paris works that 
the other countries may live and create: that is the rdle 
France has chosen. The french spirit seems to me rather 
spare and impoverished at present.’ 

‘You regard it as a mother-drudge ? ’ 

‘More of a drudge than a mother—we really get very 
little from France except tidiness.’ 

* I expect you are ungrateful.’ 

‘Perhaps so. But I cannot get over a dislike for latin 
facilities. Suarés finds a northern rhetoric of idcas in 
Ibsen, for instance, exactly similar to the word-rhetoric of 
the South: but in latin countries you have a democracy 
of vitality, the best things of the earth are in everybody's 
mouth and nerves. The artist has to go and find them tn the 
crowd. You can’t have “ freedom ” both ways and I pre- 
fer the artist to be free, and the crowd not to be “ artists ’’—- 
I don’t know if you understand what Imean ? What does 
all our emotional talk about the wonderful artist-nation, 
etc., amount to ?—we exclaim and point because we find 
thirty-five million petits-maitres, each individually possess- 
ing very little taste, really, living together and prettifying 
their towns and themselves. Imagine England an im- 
mense garden city, on Letchworth lines (that is the name 
of a model Fabian township near London), or Germany (it 
almost has become that) a huge reform-dressed, bestatued 
State. Every individual Frenchman has the trashiest 
taste possible: you are more astonished when you come 
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across a severe artist in France than elsewhere: for his 
vitality is hypnotically beset by an ocean of cheap Salon 
artistry : his best instinct is to become rather aggressively 
harsh and simple. The reason that a great artist arouses 
more fury in France than in England is not because the 
French are more interested in Art—they are less interested : 
it is because they are all “artistic” and all artists—little 
ones. In their case it is professional jealousy.’ 

* But what difference does the attitude of the crowd 
make to the artist ?’ 

* Well, we were talking about Paris, which is the creation 
of the crowd. The man really thinking in these gardens 
to-day (a rare event) the man thinking on the quays of 
Amsterdam three centuries ago, think much the same 
thoughts. The thought is one thing, the form another : 
the artist’s work I believe is nowhere so unsafe as in the 
hands of an “ artistic’’ public. As to living in Paris, 
Paris is very intelligent : but no friendship is a substitute 
for the blood-tie ; and intelligence is no substitute for the 
response that can only come from the narrower recognition 
of your kind.’ 

“Do you think blood matters ? ’ 

‘I have been talking about an average: what I said 
would not apply to works of very personal genius : country 
is left behind by that. Intelligence also.’ 

‘Don’t you think that work of very personal genius 
often has a country ?’ 

‘I don’t believe it has.’ 

‘May it not break through accidents of birth and 
reach perfect conditions somewhere in a different time 
or place ?’ 

* I suppose you could find a country or a time for almost 
anything: but I am sure the best has in reality no Time and 
no Country — that is why it accepts without fuss any 
country or time for what they are worth, and is “ up-to- 
date,”’ usually.’ 

* But is the best work always up-to-date ? ’ 

‘ It always has that appearance, its manners are perfect.’ 

‘I am not so sure that a personal code is not as good as 
the current code. The most effectual men have always 
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been those whose notions were diametrically opposed to 
those of their time ’ she said carefully. 

‘TI don’t think that is so, except in so far as all effectual 
men are always the enemies of every time. Any opinion 
of their contemporaries that they adopt they support with 
the uncanny authority of a plea from a hostile camp. All 
activity on the part of a good mind has the stimulus of a 
paradox. To produce is the sacrifice of genius.’ 

They seemed to have an exotic grace to him as they 
promenaded their sinuous healthy intellects in this clegant 
landscape: there was no other pair of people who could 
talk like that on those terraces. They were both of them 
barbarians, head and shoulders taller than the polished 
stock around; they were highly strung and graceful. 
They were out of place. 

‘Your philosophy reminds me of Jean-Jacques’ she 
said. 

‘Does it? How is that I wonder ? ’ 

* Well, your hostility to a tidy rabble, then what you say 
about an uncultivated bed to build on brings to mind the 
doctrine of the natural man. You want a human land- 
scape similar to Jean-Jacques’ rocks and waterfalls.’ 

‘I see what you mean: but I think you are mistaken 
about that: what I think is really the exact opposite of 
what Jean-Jacques thought.—He preached wild nature and 
unspoilt man: his was propaganda for instinct as against 
intellect. I don’t say that at all: it is a question of ex- 
pediency and the temporal and physical limitations of our 
human state. For a maximum human fineness much 
should be left crude and unformed : for instance, crudity 
in an individual’s composition is necessary for him to be 
able to create. There is no more absolute value in stupid- 
ity and formlessness than there is in dung, but they are 
necessary. The conditions of creation and of life disgust 
me—the birth of a work of art is as dirty as that of a baby. 
But there is no alternative to creation except the second- 
rate. Of course if you like the second-rate, as so many 
people do, there ’s nothing more to be said.’ 

*So you would discourage virtue, self-sacrifice and 
graceful behaviour ? ' 
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‘ No, praise them very much : also praise deceit, lechery 
and panic.’ 

* But they cancel each other.’ 

‘ No, whatever a man does, praise him : in that way you 
will be acting as the artist does: if you are not an artist, 
you will not act in that way. An artist should be im- 
partial like a god. Our classifications are inartistic.’ 

* Rousseau again—? ’ 

‘If you really want to saddle me with him, I will help 
you. My passion for art has made me fond of chaos. It 
is the artist’s fate almost always to be exiled among the 
slaves: he gets his sensibility blunted.’ 

‘ He becomes in fact less of an artist ? ’ 

* He ’s hard-boiled.’ 

‘If that is so, wouldn’t it be better to be something 
else ?’ 

‘No I think it ’s about the best thing to be.’ 

‘With women he is also apt to be undiscriminating.’ 

‘ For that he is notorious at all times ! ’ 

‘I think that is a pity: that is no doubt because I am 
a woman, and am conscious of not being a slave.’ 

He looked at her pleasantly, the first time he had turned 
to her since they had been talking, and replied : 

* But such women as you are condemned to find them- 
selves surrounded by slaves ! ’ 

Her revolving hips and thudding skirts carried her for- 
ward with the orchestral majesty of an ocean-going ship. 
He suddenly became conscious of the monotonous racket. 
At that moment the drums began beating to warn every- 
body of the closing of the gates. They had dinner in a 
Bouillon near the Seine. They parted about ten o’clock. 
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or the first time since his ‘ return ’ Tarr found no Kreis- 

ler at the Café Toucy. The waiter told him that Kreisler 
had not been there at all that evening. Tarr reconsidered his 
responsibilities. He could not return to Montmartre with- 
out first informing himself of Kreisler’s whereabouts and 
state of mind. The ‘ obstacle ’ had been eluded : he must 
get back into position again. 

To Bertha’s he had no intention of going if he could help 
it. A couple of hours at tea-time was what he had con- 
stituted as his day’s ‘amount ’ of hercompany. Kreisler’s 
own room would be better, so he turned in that direction. 
There was a light—the window had been pointed out to 
him on several occasions by Otto. This perhaps was 
sufficient, Tarr felt : he might now go home, having located 
him. Since he was there on second thoughts he decided to 
go up and make sure. Striking matches as he went, he 
plodded up the dark staircase. Arrived at the top floor, 
he was uncertain at which door to knock. He chose one 
with a light beneath it. 

In a moment someone called out ‘Who is it?’ Re- 
cognizing the voice, Tarr answered, and the door opened 
slowly. Kreisler was standing there in his shirt sleeves, 
glasses on and a brush in his hand. 

‘Ah come in’ he said. 

Tarr sat down and Kreisler went on brushing his hair. 
When he had finished he put the brush down quickly, 
turned round and pointing to the floor, said, m a voice sug- 
gesting that that was the first of several questions : 

* Why have you come here ?’ 

Tarr at once recognized that he had gone a step too far. 
Otto felt no doubt that his kecper had come in search of 
his charge, and to find out why he had absented himself 
from the Café. 

‘Why have you come here ?’ Kreisler asked again, in 
an even tone, pointing steadily with his forefinger to the 
centre of the floor. 

‘Only to see you of course. I thought perhaps you 
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*Ah,so! I want you, my dear english friend, now that 
you are here, to explain yourself a little. Why do you 
honour me with so much of your company ?’ 

‘Is my company disagreeable to you ?’” 

*I wish to know, sir, why I have so much of it!’ The 
Korps student was coming to the top : his voice had risen 
and the wind of his breath appeared to be making his 
moustaches whistle. 

‘I, of course, have reasons, besides the charm of your 
society, for seeking you out.’ 

Tarr was sitting stretched on one of Kreisler’s two chairs 
looking up frowningly. He was annoyed at having let 
himself in for thisinterview. Kreisler stood in front of him 
without any expression in particular, his voice rather less 
guttural than usual, evena littleshrill. Tarr felt ill at ease 
at this sudden breath of storm, he kept still with difficulty. 

*'You have reasons? You have reasons! Heavens! 
Outside! Quick! Out! Out!’ 

There was no doubt this time that it was in earnest : he 
was intended rapidly to depart. Kreisler was pointing to 
the door. His cold grin was slightly on his face again, and 
an appearance of his hair having receded on his forehead 
and his ears gone close against his head warned Tarr 
definitely where he was. He got up. For a moment he 
stood in a discouraged way, as though trying to remem- 
ber something. 

* Will you tell me what on earth ’s the matter with you 
to-night ?’ he asked. 

‘Yes! Idon’t want to be followed about by an under- 
hand swine like you any longer! By what devil’s im- 
pudence did you come here to-night? For a week I’ve 
had you in the Café: what did you want withme? Ifyou 
wanted your girl back, why hadn’t you the courage to say 
so? I saw you with another lady to-night. I’m not 
going to have you hovering and fawning around me. Be 
careful I don’t come and pull your nose when I see you 
with that other lady! You hearme? Be careful! ’ 

* Which ?’ 

‘Qh that! You ’re welcome to that little tart-—go and 
stick your nose in it, I give you leave |’ 
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‘I recommend you to hold your tongue! I’ve heard 
enough, you understand, enough! Where her senses were 
when she picked up a bird like you—.’ Tarr’s german 
hesitated. He had stepped forward with an air as though 
he might strike Kreisler. 

‘ Heraus, Schwein!’ shouted Kreisler, in a sort of in- 
credulous drawling crescendo, shooting his hand towards 
the door and urging his body like the cox of a boat : like a 
sheep-dog he appeared to be collecting Tarr together and 
urging him out. 

Tarr stood staring at him. 

* What—.’ 

‘Heraus! Out! Quicker! Quicker! Out!’ 

His last word dropped like a plummet to the deepest 
tone his throat was capable of: it was so absolutely final 
that the grace given, even after it had been uttered, for this 
hateful visitor to remove himself, was a source of astonish- 
ment to Tarr. Should he maintain his position it could 
only be for a limited time, since after all he had no right 
where he was: sooner or later he would have to go and 
make his exit unless he established himself there and made 
it his home, henceforth: a change of lodging he did not 
contemplate. In such cases the room even must seem on 
its owner’s side, and to be vomiting forth the intruder : 
the instinct of ownership makes it impossible for any but 
the most indelicate to resist a feeling of hesitation before 
the idea of resistance in another man’s shell ! 

He stood for a few seconds in a tumultuous hesitation, 
when he saw Kreisler run across the room, bend forward 
and dive his arm down behind his box. He watched with 
uncomfortable curiosity this new move, as one might watch 
a surgeon’s haste at the crisis of an operation, searching for 
some necessary instrument, mislaid for the moment. He 
stepped towards the door: the wish not to ‘ obey ’ or to 
seem to turn tail either, had alone kept him where he was. 
He had just reached the door when Kreisler, with a bound, 
was back from his box, flourishing an old dog-whip in his 
hand. 

‘Ah you go? Look at this!’ He cracked the whip 
once or twice. ‘This is what I keep for hounds like you ! 
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Crack!’ He cracked it again, in rather an inexperienced 
way. He frowned as though it had been some invention 
he were showing off, but which would not quite work at the 
critical moment. 

‘If you wish to see me again you can always find me 
here. You won’t get off so easily next time!’ He cracked 
the whip smartly : then he slammed-to the door. 

Tarr could imagine him throwing the whip down in a 
corner of the room and then going on with his undressing. 

When Kreisler had jumped to the doorway Tarr had 
stepped out with a half-defensive, half-threatening gesture 
and then gone forward with strained slowness. lighting a 
match at the head of the stairs. 

The thing that had chiefly struck him in the Kreisler 
under this new aspect was a pettiness in his movements 
and behaviour, a nimbleness where perhaps he would have 
expected more stiffness and heroics ; the clown-like gibing 
form his anger took, a frigid disagreeable slyness and irony, 
a juvenile quickness and coldness. 

With the part he had played in this scene Tarr was ex- 
tremely dissatisfied. First of all, he felt he had withdrawn 
too quickly at the appearance of the whip, although he had, 
in fact, commenced his withdrawal before it had appeared. 
Then, he argued, he should have stopped at the appearance 
of this instrument of disgrace. To stop and fight with 
Kreisler, what objection was there to that, he asked him- 
self? It was to take Kreisler too seriously? But what 
less serious than fighting ? He had saved himself from 
something ridiculous, merely to find himself outside Kreis- 
ler’s door with a feeling of primitive dissatisfaction. 

There was something mean and improper in everything 
he had done, which he could not define. Undoubtedly he 
had insulted this man by his attitude, his manner often had 
been mocking ; but when the other had turned, whip in 
hand, he had—walked away? What really should he 
have done? He should, no doubt, having humorously 
instituted himself Kreisler’s keeper, have humorously 
struggled with him, when the idiot became obstreperous. 
But at that point his humour had stopped. Then his 
humour had limitations ? 
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Once and for all no one had a right to treat a man as he 
had Kreisler and yet claim, when turned upon, immunity 
from action on the score of the other’s imbecility. In 
allowing the physical struggle any importance he allowed 
Kreisler an importance, too: this made his former treat- 
ment of him unjustified. In Kreisler’s eyes was he not a 
‘ blagueur ’"—without resistance at a pinch, who walks 
away whenturnedon? Yet this opinion was of no import- 
ance, since he had not a shadow of respect for Kreisler. 
Again he turned on himself :—If he was so weak-minded as 
to care what trash like Kreisler thought or felt— ! Gripped 
in this ratiocination he wandered back towards the Cafe. 

His unreadiness, his dislike for action, his fear of ridi- 
cule, he treated severely in turn: he laughed at himself : 
but it was no good. At last he surrendered to the urgency 
of his vanity: plans for retrieving this discomfort came 
crowding upon him. He would go to the Café as usual on 
the following evening, sit down smilingly at Kreisler’s 
table as though nothing had happened : in short, he would 
altogether endorse the opinion that Kreisler had formed 
of him. And yet why this meanness, even assumed ? 
His contempt for everybody else in the end must degrade 
him: for if nothing in other men was worth honouring, 
finally his own self-neglect must result, like the Cynic’s 
dishonourable condition. 

Still, for a final occasion and since he was going this time 
to accept any consequences, he would follow his idea: he 
would be to Kreisler’s mind, for a little, the strange 
‘fawner and hoverer’ who had been kicked out on the 
previous night. He would even have to * pile it on thick ’ 
to be accepted at all, he must exaggerate what especially 
provoked Kreisler’s unflattering notion of him. Then he 
would aggravate Kreisler by degrees and with the same 
bonhomie. As he reached this point he laughed aloud, as 
a sensible old man might laugh at himself on arriving at 
a similar decision. The picture of Kreisler and himself 
setting about each other was not edifying. 

The parallel morals of his Bertha affair and his Kreisler 
affair became increasingly plain to him. His sardonic 
dream of life got him, as a sort of quixotic dreamer of in- 
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verse illusions, blows from the swift arms of windmills and 
attacks from indignant and perplexed mankind. But he 
—unlike Quixote—instead of having conceived the world 
as more chivalrous and marvellous than it was, had con- 
ceived it as emptied of all dignity, sense and generosity. 
The drovers and publicans were angry at not being mistaken 
for a legendary chivalry, for knights and ladies! The very 
windmills resented not being taken for giants !—The curse 
of humour was in him, anchoring him at one end of the see- 
saw whose movement and contradiction was life. 

Reminded of Bertha, he did not, however, hold her 
responsible: but his protectorate would be wound up. 
Acquaintance with Anastasya on the other hand would be 
definitely developed despite the threatened aggression 
against his nose. 


PART Vi 
HOLOCAUSTS 


Chapter 1 


| elias languished in the Montmartre studio, which 
was no longer anything but an inconvenient address, 
requiring a long bus or taxi ride at the end of the day. At 
this time Tarr’s character performed repeatedly the follow- 
ing manceuvre : his best energies would, once a farce was 
started, gradually take over the business from the play 
department, and continue the farce as a serious line of its 
own. It was as though it had not the go to initiate any- 
thing of its own accord : it appeared content to exploit the 
clown’s discoveries. But as for painting he ceased almost 
to think of it : he rose late, breakfasted near at hand, and 
proceeded to the Rive Gauche and his daily occupations. 

The bellicose visit to Kreisler now projected was 
launched to a slow blast of Humour, ready, when the time 
came, to turn into a storm. His contempt would not 
allow him to enter into anything seriously against him : 
Kreisler was a joke. Jokes, it had to be admitted (and in 
that they became more effective than ever) were able to 
make you sweat, even break your ribs and black your eyes. 

That Kreisler could be anywhere but at the Café Toucy 
on the following evening never entered Tarr’s head. As 
he was on an unpleasant errand, he took it for granted 
that Fate would on this occasion put everything punctu- 
ally at his disposal; had it been an errand of pleasure, he 
would instinctively have supposed the reverse. 

At ten, and at half-past, the other comedian had not yet 
put in an appearance. At last Tarr set out to make a 
rapid tour of the other Cafés. But Otto might be turning 
over a new leaf: he might be going to bed, as on the pre- 
vious evening. He must not be again sought, though, on 
his own territory: the moral disadvantage of this position, 
on a man’s few feet of most intimate floor space, Tarr had 
too clearly realized to repeat the experiment. 
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The Café des Sports Aquatiques, the most frequented of 
the Quarter, entered merely in a spirit of german thorough- 
ness, turned out to be the one. More alert, and brushed up 
a little, Tarr thought, there sat Kreisler sure enough with 
another man, possessing a bearded, naif, and rather pleas- 
ant face. No pile of saucers this time attended him. A 
Mokka was in front of each of them. 

The stranger was a complication : perhaps the night’s 
affair should be put off until the conditions were more 
favourable. But Tarr’s vanity was impatient: his pro- 
tracted stay in the original Café had made him nervous. 
On the other hand, it might come at once—an opposite 
complication: Kreisler might open hostilities upon the spot. 
This would rob Tarr of the subtle benefits to be derived 
from his gradual strategy. That must be risked. 

He was not very calm. He crudely went up to Kreis- 
ler’s table and sat down. The necessary good humour was 
absent from his facc : he had carefully preserved this ex- 
pression for some time, even walking lazily and quietly as 
if he were carrying a jug of milk ; now it vanished in a 
moment. Despite himself, he sat down opposite Kreisler 
as solemn as a judge, pale, his eyes fixed upon the object of 
his care with something like a scowl. 

But, his first absorption in his own sensations lifting a 
little, he recognized that something very unusual was in 
the air. 

Kreisler and his friend were not speaking or attending to 
each other at all : they were just sitting still and watchful, 
two self-possessed malefactors. The arrival of Tarr to all 
appearance disturbed and even startled them, as if they 
had been completely wrapped up in some engrossing game 
or conspiracy. 

Kreisler had his eyes trained across the room. The other 
man, too, was turned slightly in that direction, although 
his eyes followed the tapping of his shoe against the iron- 
work of the table, and he only looked up occasionally. 

Kreisler turned round, stared at Tarr without at once 
taking in who it was. ‘It’s only Bertha’s Englishman ’ 
he seemed then to say: he took up his former wilful and 
patient attitude, his eyes fixed straight ahead. 
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Tarr had grinned a little as Kreisler turned his way, 
rescued from his solemnity: there was just a perceptible 
twist in the German’s neck and shade of expression that 
would have said ‘Ah there you are ? Well, be quiet, we ’re 
having some fun. Just you wait!’ 

But Tarr was so busy with his own feelings that he didn’t 
quite understand this message: he wondered if he had 
been seen by Kreisler in the distance, and if this reception 
had been concerted between Otto and this other fellow. If 
so, why ? 

Sitting, as he was, with his back to the room, he stared 
at his neighbour. His late boon companion distinctly was 
waiting, with absurd patience, for something. The poise 
of his head, the set of his yellow prussian jaw, were trucu- 
lent, although otherwise he was peaceful and attentive. 
His collar looked new rather than clean, it was of a dazzling 
white: his necktie was not one familiar to Tarr. Boots 
shone impassibly beneath the table. 

Screwing his chair sideways, Tarr faced the room. It 
was full of people—very athletically dressed american men, 
all the varieties of the provincial in american women, pow- 
dering their noses and ogling Turks, or sitting, the younger 
ones, with blameless curiosity never at peace, and fine 
Schoolgirl Complexions: and there were many many 
Turks, Mexicans, Russians and other ‘types’ for the 
american ladies! In the wide passage-way into the further 
rooms sat the orchestra, playing the ‘ Moonlight Sonata.’ 

In the middle of the room, at Tarr’s back, he now saw 
a group of eight or ten young men whom he had seen occa- 
sionally in the Café Berne. They looked rather german, 
but smoother and more vivacious: Poles or Austrians, 
then ? Two or three of them appeared to be amusing 
themselves at his expense. Had they noticed the little 
drama that he was conducting at his table? Were they 
friends of Kreisler’s, too ? 

Tarr flushed and felt far nore like beginning on them 
than on his complicated idiot of a neighbour, who had 
grown cold as mutton on his hands. 

He had moved his chair a little to the right, towards the 
group at his back, and more in front of Kreisler, so that he 
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could look into his face. On turning back now, and com- 
paring the directions of the various pairs of eyes engaged, 
he at length concluded that he was without the sphere of 
interest ; just without it. 

At this moment Kreisler sprang up. His head was 
thrust forward, his hands were in rear, partly clenched and 
partly facilitating his swift passage between the tables by 
hemming in his lean sweeping coat-tails. The smooth 
round cloth at the top of his back, his smooth head 
above that, with no back to it, struck Tarr in a sudden 
way like a whiff of sweat : Germans had no backs to them, 
or were like polished pebbles behind, was the deliverance of 
this impression. 

Tarr had mechanically moved his hand upwards from 
his lap to the edge of the table on the way to ward off a 
blow when Kreisler first rose to his feet : he was dazed by 
all the details of this meeting, and the peculiar miscarriage 
of his plan. But Kreisler brushed past him with the swift 
deftness of a person absorbed by some overmastering im- 
pulse. The next moment Tarr saw the party of young 
men he had been observing in a blur of violent commotion : 
Kreisler was in among them, working on something in their 
midst. There were two blows—smack—smack ; an in- 
terval between them. He could not see who had received 
them. 

Tarr then heard Kreisler shout in german : 

‘For the second time to-day! Is your courage so slow 
that I must do it a third time ? ’ 

Conversation had stopped in the Café and everybody was 
standing. The companions of the man smacked, too, had 
risen in their seats : they were expostulating, in three lan- 
guages. Several were mixed up with the waiters, who had 
rushed up to engage in their usual police work on such 
occasions. Over Kreisler’s shoulder, his eyes carbonized 
to a black sweetness, his cheeks a sweet sallow-white, 
with a red mark where Kreisler’s hand had been, Tarr saw 
the man his german friend had singled out. He had sprung 
towards his aggressor, but by that time Kreisler had been 
seized from behind and was being hustled towards the door. 
The blow seemed to hurt his vanity so much that he was 
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standing half-conscious till the pain abated. He seemed 
to wish to brush the blow off, but was too vain to raise his 
hands to his cheek : it was left there like a scorching com- 
press. It was surprising how much he seemed to mind. 
His friends—Kreisler wrenched away from them—were 
left standing in a group, in attitudes of violent expostula- 
tion and excitement. 

Otto Kreisler receded in the midst of a band of waiters 
towards the door. He was resisting and protesting, but 
not too much to retard his quick exit. The Café staff had 
the self-conscious unconcern of civilian braves. 

The young man attacked and his friends were explaining 
what had happened, next, to the manager of the Café who 
had hastened to the scene. A waiter brought in a card 
upon a plate. There was a new outburst of protest and 
contempt from the others. The plate was presented to the 
individual chiefly concerned, who brushed it away, as 
though he had been refusing a dish that a waiter was, for 
some reason, pressing upon him. Then suddenly he took 
up the card, tore it in half, and again waved away the per- 
sistent platter. The waiter looked at the manager of the 
Café and then returned to the door. 


* 

So this was what Kreisler and the little bearded man had 
been so busy about! Kreisler as well had laid his plans 
for the evening. And Tarr’s scheme was destined not to 
be realized—unless he followed Kreisler at once and got up 
a second row, a more good-natured one, just outside the 
Café? Should he go out now and punch Kreisler’s head, 
fight about a little bit, and then depart, his business done, 
and leave Kreisler to go on with his other row? For he 
felt that Kreisler intended making an evening of it. His 
companion had not taken part in the fracas, but had fol- 
lowed on his heels at his ejection, protesting with a vehem- 
ence that was intended to hypnotize. 

Tarr felt relieved. Just at the moment when he had 
felt that he was going to be one of the principal parties to 
a violent scene, he had witnessed, not himself at all, but 
another man snatched up into his rdle. As he watched the 
man Kreisler had struck, he seemed to be watching him- 
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self. And yet he felt rather on the side of Kreisler. With 
a mortified chuckle he prepared to pay for his drink and be 
off, leaving Kreisler for ever to his very complicated, mys- 
terious and turbulent existence. 

Just then he noticed that Kreisler’s friend had come 
back again, and was talking to the man who had been 
struck. He could hear that they were speaking in russian 
or polish. With great collectedness, Kreisler’s emissary, 
evidently, was meeting their noisy expostulations. He 
could not at least, like a card, be torn in half! On the 
other hand, in his person he embodied the respectability of 
a visiting card. He was dressed with perfect ‘ correct- 
ness ’ suitable to such occasions and such missions as his 
appeared to be: by his gestures (one of which was the 
taking an imaginary card between his thumb and fore- 
finger and tearing it in half) Tarr could follow a little the 
gist of his remarks. 

‘ That, sir’ he seemed to assert ‘ is not the way to treat 
a gentleman. That, too, is an insult no gentleman will 
support.’ He pointed towards the door. ‘ Herr Kreisler, 
as you know, cannot enter the Café; he is waiting there 
for your reply. He has been turned out like a drunken 
workman.’ 

The Russian was as grave as he was collected, and stood 
in front of the other principal in this affair, who had sat 
down again now, with the evident determination to get a 
different reply. The talking went on for sometime. Then 
he turned towards Tarr, and, seeing him watching the dis- 
cussion, came towards him, raising his hat. He said in 
french : 

‘You know Herr Kreisler, I believe. Will you consent 
to act for him with me, in an affair that unfortunately—? 
If you would step over here, I will put you “ au courant.” ’ 

‘I’m afraid I cannot act for Herr Kreisler, as I am leav- 
ing Paris early to-morrow morning ’ Tarr replied. 

But the Russian displayed the same persistence with 
him as he had already observed him to be capable of with 
the other people. 

At last Tarr said ‘ I don’t mind acting temporarily—for 
a few minutes, now, until you can find somebody else. 
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Will that do? But you must understand that I cannot 
delay my journey—you must find a substitute at once.’ 

The Russian explained with business-like gusto and pre- 
cision, having drawn him towards the door (seemingly to 
cut off a possible retreat of the enemy), that it was a grave 
affair. Kreisler’s honour was compromised. His friend 
Otto Kreisler had been provoked in an extraordinary fash- 
ion. Stories had been circulated concerning him, affecting 
seriously the sentiments of a girl he knew regarding him ; 
put about with that object by another gentleman, also 
acquainted with this particular girl. The Russian luxuri- 
ated in his emphasis upon this point. Tarr suggested that 
they should settle the matter at once, as he had not very 
much time. He was puzzled. Surely the girl mentioned 
must be Bertha? Ifso, had Bertha been telling more fibs ? 
Was the Kreisler mystery after all to her discredit ? Per- 
haps he was now in the presence of another rival, existing 
unknown to him. 

In this heroic, very solemnly official atmosphcre of 
ladies’ * honour ’ and the ‘ honour ’ of gentlemen, that the 
little Russian was rapidly creating, Tarr unwillingly re- 
mained for some time. Noisy bursts of protest from other 
members of the opposing party met the Russian’s points. 
* It is all nonsense ’ they shouted ; ‘ there could be no ques- 
tion of honour here !—Kreisler was a quarrelsome German. 
Kreisler was drunk ! ’ 

Tarr liked his own farces: but to be drawn into the 
service of one of Kreisler’s was a humiliation. Kreisler, 
without taking any notice of him, had turned the tables in 
that matter. 

The discussion was interminable. They were now speak- 
ing French: the entire Café appeared to be participating. 
Several times the principal on the other side attempted to 
go, evidently very cross at the noisy scene. Then Anas- 
tasya’s name was mentioned. 

‘You and Herr Kreisler’ the Russian was saying 
patiently and distinctly ‘ exchanged blows, I understand, 
this afternoon, before this lady. This was as a result of my 
friend Herr Kreisler demanding certain explanations from 
you which you refused to afford him. These explanations 
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had reference to certain stories you are supposed to have 
circulated as regards him.’ 

* Circulated—as regards—that chimpanzee you are con- 
ducting about ?—what does the ape mean! What does 
he mean !’ 

‘If you please! By being abusive you cannot escape. 
You are accused by my friend of having at his expense—.’ 

* Expense ? Does he want money ?’ 

“If you please! Allowme! Iamsorry! Youcannot 
buy off Herr Kreisler ; but he might be willing for you to 
pay a substitute if you find it—inconvenient—? ’ 

‘I find you, bearded idiot—! ’ 

* We can settle all that afterwards sir. You understand 
me? I shall be quite ready! But at present it is the 
affair between you and Herr Kreisler—.’ 

In brief, it was the hapless Soltyk that Kreisler had 
eventually run to earth, and had just now publicly 
smacked, having some hours before smacked him privately. 


Chapter 2 


REISLER'S afternoon encounter with Anastasya and 

Soltyk had resembled Tarr’s meeting with him and 
Bertha. Kreisler had seen Anastasya and his new Café- 
friend one day from his window : his reference to possible 
nose-pulling was accounted for by this. The next day he 
had felt rather like looking Anastasya up again, his interest 
revived somewhat. With this object, he had patrolled the 
neighbourhood. About four o’clock, having just bought 
some cigarettes at the ‘ Berne,’ he was standing outside 
considering a walk in the Luxembourg, when Fraulein 
Vasek appeared. Soltyk was with her. He went over at 
once. With urbane timidity, as though they had been 
alone, he offered his hand. She looked at Soltyk, smiling : 
but she seemed quite pleased to see Kreisler. They began 
strolling along the Boulevard, Soltyk showing every sign 
of impatience. She then stopped. 

‘Mr. Soltyk and I were just going to have the “five 
o’clock ”’ somewhere ’ she said. 

Soltyk looked pointedly down the Boulevard, as though 
that had been an improper piece of information to com- 
municate to Kreisler. 

‘If you consent to my accompanying you, Fraulein, it 
would give me the greatest pleasure to remain in your com- 
pany a little longer.’ 

She laughed. ‘ Where were we going, Louis? Didn’t 
you say there was a place near here ?’ 

‘There ’s one over there. But I’m afraid, Fraulein 
Vasek, I must leave you.—I have—.’ 

‘Qh must you? I’m sorry.’ 

Soltyk had appeared mortified. Ie did not go, looking 
at her doubtfully and then at Kreisler, with an incredulous 
smile, suggesting that her joke was in bad taste and that 
she had better bring it to a conclusion. At this point 
Kreisler had addressed him. 

‘I said nothing, sir, when a moment ago you failed to 
return my salute. I understand you were going to have 
tea with Fraulein Vasek. Now you deprive her suddenly 
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doubt on a certain point.—Will you tell me at once and 
clearly what objection you have to me?’ 

‘I don’t wish to discuss things of that sort before this 
lady, sir.’ 

* Will you then name a place where they may be dis- 
cussed ? I will then take my leave ? ’ 

* I see no necessity to discuss anything with you.’ 

‘Ah, you see none—I do. And perhaps it is as well 
that Fraulein Vasek should hear. Will you explain to 
me, sir, how it is that you have been putting stories 
about having reference to me, and to my discredit, calcu- 
lated to prejudice my interests — since this lady no 
doubt has heard some of your lies, it would be of ad- 
vantage that you take them back at once, or else explain 
yourself,’ 

Before Kreisler had finished, Soltyk said to Anastasya 
‘I had better go at once, to save you this—.’ Then he 
turned to Kreisler : 

*I should have thought you would have had sufficient 
decency left—.’ 

‘Decency, liar’? Decency, lying swine? Decency—? 
What do you mean ?’ said Kreisler, loudly, in crescendo. 

Then he crossed quickly over in front of Anastasya and 
smacked Soltyk smartly first upon one cheek and then 
upon the other. 

‘There is iar branded on both vour cheeks! And if 
you should not wish to have coward added to your other 
epithets, you or your friends will find me at the following 
address before the day is out.’ Kreisler produced a card 
and handed it to Soltyk. 

Soltyk stared at him, paralysed for the moment at this 
outrage, his eyes burning with the sweet intensity Tarr had 
noticed Jater that day, taking in the incredible fact. He 
got the fact at last. He lifted his cane and brought it 
down on Kreisler’s shoulders. Kreisler snatched it from 
him, broke it in three and flung it in his face, one of the 
splinters making a little gash in his under-lip. 

Anastasya had turned round and begun walking away, 
leaving them alone. Kreisler also waited no longer, but 
marched rapidly off in the other direction, Soltyk caught 
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Anastasya up, and apologized for what had occurred, dab- 
bing his lip with a handkerchief. 

After this Kreisler felt himself fairly launched upon a 
most satisfactory little affair. Many an old talent would 
come in useful. He acted for the rest of the day with a 
gusto of professional interest. For an hour or two he 
stayed at home. No one came, however, to call him to 
account. Leaving word that he would soon he back, he 
went in search of a man to act for him. He remembered 
a Russian he had had some talk with at the Atelier, and 
whom he had once visited. He was celebrated for having 
had a duel and blinded his opponent. His instinct now 
led him to this individual, who has already been seen in 
action : his qualifications for a second were quite unique. 

Kreisler found him just finishing work. He had soon 
explained what he required of him. With great gravity 
the solemn Otto set forth his deep attachment for a 
‘ beautiful girl,’ the discreditable behaviour of the Russian, 
who had sought to prejudice her against him: he gave in 
fact, a false picture of the situation in which the heart was 
substituted for the purse, and Anastasya for Vokt. His 
honour must now be satisfied: he would accept nothing 
less than reparation by arms: such was Kreislecr, but hie 
was that offended and deeply injured self with a righteous 
cynicism. He had explained such curiosities of the Kreis- 
ler geist to Vokt after the following manner: ‘I am a 
hundred different things; I am as many people as the 
different types of people I have lived amongst: I am a 
‘* Boulevardier ” (he believed that on occasion he an- 
swered fully to that description), I am a “‘ Rapin ’—I am 
also a “ Korps student.” ’ 

In his account of how things stood he had, besides, led 
the Russian to understand that there was more in it than 
met the eye or than it was expedient to say, or in fact than 
he could say (suggesting that he did not care to compromise 
third parties of sexes that it was the duty of all men of 
honour to shield and defend). Whatever attitude might 
be taken up by his proposed adversary, this gentleman, 
too, knew, he hinted, that they had come to a point in their 
respective relations towards this ° beautiful girl ’ at which 
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one of them must disappear. In addition, he, Kreisler, 
had been grossly insulted in the very presence of the 
‘ beautiful girl’ that afternoon : the outrageous Pole had 
made use of his cane. 

The Russian, Bitzenko by name, a solemnly excitable 
bourgeois of Petrograd, recognized a situation after his 
own heart : excitement was a food he seldom got in such 
qualities as was promised here, and pretending to listen to 
Kreisler a little abstractedly and uncertainly to start with, 
he was from the first very much his man. 

Kreisler and his newly-found henchman had thenceforth 
gone about their business silently and intently, laying their 
plans like a pair of gunmen; their proposed victim had 
been located some quarter of an hour before Tarr’s appear- 
ance, and stared out of countenance upon the spot by the 
implacable Otto. 


Chapter 3 


HE passionate effervescence gradually subsided: but 

the child of this eruption remained: the group of 
Poles found the legacy of the uproar as cold as its cause had 
been hot: Bitzenko inspired respect as he scratched his 
beard, which smelt of tobacco, and wrinkled up imperturb- 
ably small grey eyes. 

But, the excitement over, the red mark on Soltyk’s 
cheek became merely a fact : his friends found themselves 
examining it obliquely, as a relic, with curiosity—he had 
had his face smacked earlier in the day, as well. How 
much longer was his face going to go on being smacked ? 
Here was the Russian still with them: there was the 
chance of an affair—a duel—a duel, for a change, in our 
humdrum life, c’etait une idée. 

Who was the ‘ beautiful girl’ the idiot-Russian kept 
mentioning ? Was she that girl he had been telling them 
about who had a man-servant? Kreisler was a Freiherr ?— 
the Russian had referred to him as ‘my friend the Freiherr.’ 

‘Herr Kreisler does not wish to take further measures 
to insure himself some form of satisfaction ’ the Russian 
said monotonously. 

‘There is always the police for drunken blackguards ’ 
Soltyk answered. 

‘If you please! That is not the way—! I beg your 
pardon, but it is not usually so difficult to obtain satisfac- 
tion from a gentleman.’ 

* But then I am not a gentleman in the sense that your 
friend Kreisler is. I am not a Freiherr you see.’ 

* Perhaps not, but a blow on the face—.’ 

The little Russian said ‘ blow on the face ’ in a soft in- 
viting way, as though it were a tidbit with powers of 
fascination of its own not to be easily resisted. 

* But it is most improper to ask me to stand here wrang- 
ling with you ’ he next said. 

‘You please yourself.’ 

‘Tam merely serving my friend Herr Kreisler. Will you 
oblige me by indicating a friend of yours with whom I can 
discuss this matter ? ’ 
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The waiter who had brought in the card again ap- 
proached their table. This time he presented Soltyk with 
a note, written on the Café paper, and folded in four. 

Tarr had been watching what was going on with curi- 
osity. He did not believe in a duel: but he wondered 
what would happen, for he was certain that Kreisler would 
not let this man alone until he had brought something un- 
pleasant off. What would he have done in Soltyk’s place ? 
He would have refused of course—if you had to fight a duel 
with any man who liked to hit you on the head—! Kreis- 
Jer, moreover, was not a man with whom a duel need be 
fought : he was in a weak position to claim such privileges, 
in spite of the additional blacking on his boots. Tarr him- 
self could have taken refuge in the fact that Englishmen 
do not duel—but what would have been the next step, 
this settled, had he been in Soltyk’s shoes ? Kreisler was 
waiting at the door of the Café: as soon as the Pole got up 
and went out, at the door he would once more have his 
face smacked. His knowledge of Kreisler convinced him 
that that face would be smacked all over the Quarter, at 
all hours of the day, for many days to come: Kreisler, 
unless physically overwhelmed, would smack it in public 
and m private until further notice. He would probably 
spit in it, after having smacked it, occasionally. So Kreis- 
ler must be henceforth fought by the Pole wherever met. 
Would this state of things justify the use of a revolver ? 
That depended on the Pole. Kreisler should be maimed 
probably ; it all should be prepared with great thorough- 
ness ; exactly the weight of walking-stick and so forth: 
the french laws would sanction quite a bad wound. But 
Tarr felt that the sympathetic young Pole would soon have 
Bitzenko on his hands as well. There was every indica- 
tion that this would shortly be the case. Bitzenko was 
very alarming. 

Kreisler, although evicted from the Café, had been al- 
lowed by the waiters to take up his position on a distant 
portion of the terrace : there. legs crossed and his eye fixed 
upon the door with a scottish solemnity, he squatted with 
rigid patience. He was an object of considerable admira- 
tion to the Café staff: his coolness and persistence ap- 
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peared to them admirable and typical ; his portentousness 
aroused their wonder and respect. Celui-lé meant busi- 
ness. He was behaving correctly. 

Soltyk opened the note at once. On it was written in 


german : 
‘To the cad Soltyk 


‘If you make any more trouble about appointing 
seconds, and continue to waste the time of the gentlemen 
who have consented to act for me, I shall wait for you at 
the door and try some further means of rousing your 
courage.’ 


Sitting next to Soltyk was a small swarthy rat-like person 
who had taken no part in the discussions or protests but 
who had watched everything that happened like some ob- 
server of another species, dangerously aloof. He now 
reached out his hand, took up the letter as though it had 
been a public document, and read it. He then bent to- 
wards Soltyk and said : 

‘ What is really the matter with this gentleman ? ’ 

Soltyk shrugged his shoulders. 

* He ’s a brute and he is a little crazy into the bargain : 
he wants to pick a quarrel with me, I don’t know why.’ 

* Doesn’t he want to be taken seriously, only ? Let his 
shaggy friend here have a chat with a friend of yours. He 
may become a nulsance—.’ 

Soltyk looked sharply at the rat-like figure with dislike. 

‘What nonsense you ’re talking Jan! Why are you 
talking such nonsense ? ’ 

‘I think Jan ’s right!’ said another. 

‘I never heard such a stupid remark! If he comes for 
me at the door, let him! I wish that little man there 
would go away : he has annoyed us quite enough ! ’ 

* Louis, will you give me permission to speak to him on 
your behalf ? ’ 

Soltyk looked the rat-like figure in the eyes with aston- 
ishment and enquiry. 

‘ Why are you talking like this, Jan ?’ 

‘TI think it is the best way out, Louis. Shall I act for 
you ?’ 
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Soltyk hesitated. 

‘ If that will give you any satisfaction ’ he said coldly. 

Jan Pochinsky got up without another word and put 
himself at Bitzenko’s disposition. The whole party be- 
came tumultuous at this. 

‘ What the devil are you up to Jan? Let them alone!’ 

‘You ’re not going—? ’ 

‘ Tell them to go to hell! What on earth are you doing 
Jan?’ 

‘Jan, come back you silly fool! You must be mad. 
Louis, tell that fool to sit down! He hasn’t your permis- 
sion to—? Jan! Come here!’ 

Jan took no notice, except to mutter; ‘ This is the best 
thing to do.’ 

‘The best thing ? What do you mean? Louis is not 
going to take that imbecile seriously! You are mad, 
completely mad !’ 

Jan shrugged his shoulders, as he reached up on tiptoe 
for his hat. 

‘Do you want this to last the whole evening ?’ he said. 

He followed Bitzenko out, and Tarr followed Bitzenko. 


Chapter 4 


HEY went over to a small, gaudy, quiet Débit on the 

other side of the Boulevard, Kreisler watching them, 
but still with his eye upon the door near at hand. Tarr was 
amused now at his position of dummy : he enjoyed cross- 
ing the road under Kreisler’s eye, in his service. He would 
not have missed this for a great deal. 

Bitzenko was the prophet of the necessity of this affair, 
more than Otto Kreisler he was the initial figure : it might 
have been that, given the outraged Freiherr behind him as 
solid as a rock, nothing would have saved their proposed 
victim. But as an agent of destiny he was promptly 
eclipsed by Jan. When he sat down opposite this almost 
dwarfish, dusky and impassible, second — who avoided 
his eyes with a contemptuous expression and waited for 
him to speak—he was nonplussed and mastered ; he felt 
in his bones, in the extremity of his toes, in the mangy 
bristles of his peasant-beard, that he would rise from that 
council-board a beaten man. 

His veiled cold and disgusted eyes fishily fastened upon 
the leg of a chair, Jan asked him to state his case. He 
stated it, as before, and Pochinsky said: 

* Do you consider that an adequate reason for asking my 
principal to meet this mountebank ? ’ 

Bitzenko leapt to his feet. 

‘Excuse me! Excuse me!’ he rapidly stuttered. ‘I 
cannot allow you to refer to the Freiherr—! I really can- 
not dream of allowing the Freiherr! Really the Freiherr 
cannot be referred to—! Excuse me! I must ask you!’ 

Tarr yawned : the sing-song and complaining french of 
his russian colleague irritated him. 

* Excuse me !’ he exclaimed, in conscious parody. ‘ Do 
not let us come to blows over the Freiherr whatever we do.’ 

‘By all means! More exactly! But do not let us 
stand by—we cannot stand by—! ’ 

‘Nothing of the sort! I did not expect that.’ 

Jan, sunk in a frigid lethargy of measureless contempt, 
sat with his little arm thrown over the back of the chair, 
his round-shouldered rat-like trunk hanging from this 
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boney hook, the semitic sharpness of his features turned 
away in a patient oblivion. 

Bitzenko resumed his seat with violence. 

‘It is too much! Excuse me! I am exasperated ! ’ 

‘What does the Freiherr wish?’ asked Jan, his eyes 
still veiled. 

‘ He desires immediate satisfaction.’ 

‘ What order of satisfaction ? ’ 

‘ Satisfaction at the sword-point or with army-pistols.’ 

‘ But does the nature of the dispute demand such an 
extreme issue as that ? Our principals might be killed if 
they used such arms as you mention, might they not? I 
ask in ignorance.’ 

Bitzenko gasped. 

‘That is a possibility that my principal has duly 
weighed !’ he hissed and panted. 

Jan was silent: his judicial calm and immobility im- 
posed so much upon the astonished Bitzenko and the per- 
plexed Tarr that they found themselves sitting spellbound 
until this Sphinx should give utterance to his thoughts. 

‘You are prepared to accept no compromise on behalf of 
your principal ?’ at length Jan asked indifferently. 

‘None! I have stated his terms. He does not see his 
way—as a man of honour—in such a case as this—to com- 
promise—to compromise—in any sense. Those are my 
instructions.’ 

There was another momentous silence. 

Jan rose without looking at them, pushed his chair aside 
and said under his breath : 

‘You will stay here? I will see my principal.’ 

Bitzenko watched him withdraw with the deepest mis- 
givings. These he immediately expanded in conversation 
with his colleague. 

Jan re-entered the Café des Sports Aquatiques and sat 
down beside Soltyk. 

‘Well ?’ 

His friends leant forward and there was a silence. 

‘ Well I’m afraid I was mistaken, Louis : your German 
means business. I wash my hands of it—I admit I was 
wrong. The challenge should have been disregarded.’ 
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The gathering gasped and uproar ensued. 

‘Disregarded? It’s absurd absurd absurd! Tell the 
whole damned crew to go to the devil! How many of 
them are there ?’ 

‘ What possessed you Jan to butt in—what business was 
it of yours! What do you know at all—na! Now—!’ 

‘Yes! You acted on your own initiative. What pos- 
sessed you—? ’ 

Jan protested coldly and lazily, his arm hooped over the 
back of his chair. 

‘Excuse me. I went at Louis’ request.’ 

‘You did not !’ 

‘ At Louis’ request ? When ?’ 

* What did they say ? ’ 

Everyone shouted at once. The new polish pande- 
monium attracted the bright attention of the american 
painting-ladies in the neighbourhood. 

‘ Who is this Bitzenko !’ one of the least active of the 
Poles enquired strengthlessly. 

‘Don’t you know him?’ another screamed. ‘ Lurioff 
used to know him, but intimately, he used to be a 
friend of Bobby’s, a great friend of Bobby’s! You know 
the large studios rue Ulm, near the Invalides, yes behind 
the Metro—he lives there: he ’s rich, quite fairly well-off. 
He is of good family, he is mad.’ 

Soltyk patted his cheek gently, watching Jan, who kept 
his eyes upon the ground. 

* He once had a duel and blinded a man ! ’ 

* Who—that bird—? ’ 

* How—blinded him ?’ 

* Yes indeed—blinded him, in both eyes—bang! bang!” 

‘No! how could he ina duel! In both eyes!’ 

* But I tell you that isso! Both assure you! There 
are duels in which you have a right—.’ 

“Qh shut up! Do stop talking about duels! I’m 
sick of the word duel! What is a duel? Who ever 
heard ?’ 

While they wrangled Soltyk continued to pat his cheek 
Without speaking. Now everyone was silent, they lay 
back exhausted. 
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* Well ? ’ Soltyk addressed Jan. 

‘Well!’ replied Jan. ‘ As I said I give it up—I wash 
my hands of it. Henceforth it’s your funeral.’ 

‘How do you mean Jan, wash your hands of it, you ’re 
not going to leave me in the lurch !’ 

Jan coloured, but kept his eyes upon the floor. 

* You ’re not surely going to be so mean as to leave me in 
the lurch—having taken the matter up with such good 

you ‘re not going to throw up the sponge for me 
Jan at the first difficulty ?’ 

Jan fidgeted in his chair. 

*I have acted for the best.’ 

* Yes ’ Soltyk insisted * but you are not going to leave off 
acting for the best, are you, by any chance? None of 
these other people here, you know, will act forme! Not 
one of them would have taken the matter up in the splen- 
did zealous way you did—there’s not a potential ‘‘ second” 
among them! Look at them! Not one! Whatever 
shall I do Jan. if you desert me ?’ 

Soltyk continued to pat the red mark upon his cheek, 
as though to draw attention to it, while he kept his gaze 
fixed upon the lowered eyelids of Pochinsky. The others 
watched in complete silence, mostly staring at Jan. 

Jan raised his eyes and glanced at the ring of faces. 
With a slight sneer he then remarked : 

‘You seem annoyed with me Louis.’ 

A murmur of protest rose from the others. One ex- 
claimed : 

* What did you appoint yourself Louis’ “second” for— 
“second” “second ’’! What need had he of your ser- 
vices anyway—the whole affair is pour rire—why have you 
acted like this! Tell us, your behaviour after all requires 
explaining! Now you wash your hands—what is that I 
should like to know ?’ 

* Well you all seem annoyed with me. But there is no 
need to be—there is no occasion Louis for you to fight, 
none whatever.’ 

Again there was a clamour. 

‘ But this is too much! No need to fight! What’s the 
man talking about !’ 
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‘I think Jan had better have a round with Bitzenko if 
he ’s so interested in fighting, as he calls it ! ’ 

Soltyk was frowning now : he continued to hold his hand 
to his cheek. 

* How have you left the matter Jan?’ he asked. 

*T’m out of it!’ Jan repeated shortly. 

‘Yes but how did you leave it, when you left it—for 
me ?’ 

* You are out of it too, unless you wish to be otherwise— 
there ’s no use being cross with me Louis, I have acted for 
the best—what more could Ido? I thought you wanted 
me to go and see what I could do.’ 

* And what did you say before you came back? Are 
they still there ? ’ 

* All—still there ! ’ 

* Will you oblige me by returning Jan and making the 
terms that you consider appropriate ?’ Soltyk asked him. 

Grumbling in an offended undertone Jan said : 

‘You must do your own dirty work Louis—I have got 
no thanks—in fact you seem very angry with me! I’ve 
done nothing. Anyone would think that I had—.’ 

Soltyk laughed : 

‘Smacked my face? Is that what you mean, yes?’ 

‘ No—I seem to have done something to displease you.’ 

‘Well: go Jan and find out the sort of duel it is I am 
expected to “ fight.” This is getting most awfully boring. 
Let us get all this nonsense over for heaven’s sake. He 
will be in here again soon, smacking me, or he may even 
kick this time ! ’ 

The others once more clamoured. 

Jan got up and on tiptoe reached his hat. 

‘I’m off!’ he said. 

Soltyk seized him by the arm, exclaiming : 

‘What? But I never heard of such a thing! My 
Second in flight? What would everybody say to that ? 
No Jan, you must see me through with it now.’ 

‘Don’t be absurd Louis’ one of the others exclaimed. 
‘Do let’s drop all this nonsense. It’s Jan’s fault that 
we ’re still talking about it. Let him go. He wants to go 
to bed—it ’s a pity he didn’t go before ! ’ 
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‘A great pity !’ 

‘It’s a pity Jan—.’ 

‘Jan! Sitdown!’ Soltyk pulled him down. ‘ Jan— 
arrange all this for me, before you leave us. I rely on you 
Jan.’ 

Soltyk’s personal friend, Pete Orlinski, rose from his 
seat and came round and leaning upon his shoulder began 
pouring out a stream of alarmed protestation. His voice 
rose and fell in an intense torrent of close-packed sound, 
close to Soltyk’s ear: his face shone and the veins stood 
out init. He gathered his arguments up in the tips of his 
fingers in little nervous bunches and held them up for ex- 
amination, thrust them under his friend’s nose as though 
asking him to smellthem. Then with a spasm of the body, 
a twanging vibration on some deep chord, a prolonged buzz 
in the throat, he dashed his gathered fingers towards the 
floor. 

Two more of Soltyk’s closer business friends began over- 
whelming him with protests. 

‘Have you gone mad Louis! You are not going to pay 
any attention to this drivel about libels, about “ beautiful 

irls—!”’ 
er You are surely not so mad as to take this German 
seriously ? Louis! you must be quitemad! Let Jan go, 
let him go, do let him go !—Jan—go away! Please leave 
at once! You see what a mess you ve made, please take 
yourself off !’ 

Soltyk still held his self-appointed Second by the 
sleeve. 

Bitzenko entered by the swing door, followed by Tarr. 

‘Here they come! My dear Jan, please go and make all 
the necessary arrangements for my execution !’ 

Soltyk grew pale as this sinister figure, so bourgeois, pre- 
possessing and mildly-bearded, with its legend of blindings 
and blood—its uncanny tenacity as a second—approached : 
he turned quickly to a good-looking sleek, sallow youth at 
his elbow and said : 

*Khudin, will you act for me—you understand—assist 
Jan in his preparations for the final scene ? ’ 

The angry voices of his friends on the one hand threatened 
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the approaching Bitzenko, on the other hand reproached 
their friend. 

‘Louis! Remain where you are! take no notice of this 
clown ! ’ 

‘Send for the manager! Waiter! Are these people to 
be allowed to disturb us! This is a great scandal!’ 

Soltyk, flung suddenly into a state of shrill excitement, 
was exclaiming : 

‘This is too boring—it is past belief, really quite past 
belief! Will you setile with those persons—Jan will you 
please go over and settle—arrange what you please, so that 
we can be left in peace ? ’ 

Bitzenko stopped a few yards from the table and sig- 
nalled to Jan. Jan rose and, in the midst of cries and 
protests hurled after him by his compatriots, went over to 
Bitzenko, his face lighted by what was an internal grin, as 
it were—an exultant tightening in the regions out of sight 
where all his passions had their existence for himself alone. 

Tarr was astonished at the rapid tragic trend of these 
farcical negotiations. 

* How angry that man must be to do that ’ he thought. 
But he had not been smacked the evening before ; yet he 
remembered he had been passably angry. 


Chapter 5 


HE new partnership of Kreisler and Bitzenko was one 

purely of action: but a miraculous solidarity resulted 
upon the spot and they operated as one man. Their 
schemes and energies flew direct from mind to mind, with- 
out the need for words ; Bitzenko with his own hand had 
brushed the back of Kreisler’s coat ; on tiptoe doing this 
he looked the picture of an amiable child: they were 
together there in Kreisler’s room before they started like 
two little schoolboys dressing up in preparation for some 
escapade. 

When he had entered the Sports Aquatiques, Kreisler had 
been anxious: his eyes had picked out Soltyk in a deli- 
cate flurry, he had been afraid that he might escape him. 
Soltyk looked so securely bedded in life—he wanted to 
wrench him out: he was not at all bad-tempered at the 
moment : he would have extracted him quite ‘ painlessly ’ 
if required: but bleeding and from the roots he must come 
out! (Br-r-rr. The berserker rage.) 

He was quite quiet and well-behaved ; above all things, 
the well-behaved! The mood he had happened on for this 
occasion was a virulent snobbery. 

The duel theme suggested this. With eagerness he re- 
called that he was a german gentleman, with a university 
education, who had never worked, a member of an honour- 
able family !—he remembered each detail socially to his 
advantage: he had arbitrarily revived even the title of 
Freiherr that, it was rumoured in his family, his ancestors 
had borne. With Bitzenko he had referred to himself as 
‘the Freiherr Otto Kreisler.’ 

The snob that emerged was, in this obsession of disused 
and disappearing life, the wild assertion of vitality : it was 
the clamour for universal recognition that life and the 
beloved self were still there: he was almost dead (he had 
promised his father his body for next month and must be 
ary but people already had begun treading upon 

im and treating him as a corpse: as to fighting with a 
man who was practically dead to all intents and purposes, 
one mass of worms—a worm, in short—that was not to be 
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expected of anybody, not even with the poorest sense of 
values. So he became a violent snob. 

At the opening of the late offensive, Kreisler had fixed 
his eyes upon Soltyk from his table with alert provocation. 
He had practised these manners in the Lutipold for many a 
year: he knew the proper way to fir. As to the Poles, a 
gentle flame of social security and ease danced in their eyes 
and gestures: he was out in the dark, they were in a 
lighted room! He wished their fathers’ affairs would 
deteriorate and their fortunes fall to pieces, that their 
watches could be stolen, and their tick attacked by in- 
sidious reports : as he watched them he felt more and more 
of an outcast. He saw himself the little official in a ger- 
man provincial town that his father’s letter foreshadowed : 
or a clerk in a Retsebureau, looking up the times of the 
trains for Paris or the Tyrol. One or two of them pointed 
him out : his fizing was an operation that could not escape 
notice: it was a contemptuous laugh of Soltyk’s that 
brought him to his feet. 

As he was slapping his enemy he woke up out of his 
nightmare : he was like a sleeper having the first inkling 
of his solitude when he is woken by the violent climax of 
his dream, still surrounded by tenacious influences: but 
had anyone struck him then, the blow would have had 
as little effect as a blow aimed at a waking man by a 
phantom of his sleep. The noise around him was a receding 
accompaniment. 

Next Soltyk’s quietness developed hypnotic tendencies : 
the sweet white of the face made him sick. To overcome 
this he stepped forward again to strike the dummy a fur- 
ther blow, and then it moved suddenly. As he raised his 
hand his glasses almost jumped off his nose and at that 
point he was seized by the waiters. Hurried out on to the 
pavement he could still see, at the bottom of a huge placid 
mirror just inside the swing-door, the wriggling backs of the 
band of Poles. Drawing out his card-case he had handed 
the waiter a visiting-card. The waiter at first refused it. 
Then he took it shrugging his shoulders and shuffled off 
with it. Kreisler saw in the mirror the tearing up of his 
eard. Fury once more, not so much because it was a new 
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slight as that he feared his only hope, Soltyk, might slip 
through his fingers. 

The worry of the hour or so in which Bitzenko was 
negotiating told on him so much that when at last his 
emissary announced that an arrangement had been come to, 
in the sense desired by him, he questioned him incredulously. 

Bitzenko accompanied Kreisler to the door of his lodg- 
ings, and promising to return within half an hour, dis- 
appeared with nervous speed. Tarr, having, as he had 
stipulated, left the critical phase over, Bitzenko first 
went in search of a friend to serve as Second. The man 
upon whom his choice had fallen was already in bed: at 
once, half asleep, without preparation of any sort, he con- 
sented to do what was asked of him. 

* ‘Will you be a Second in a duel to-morrow morning at 
half-past six ?’ 

* Yes.’ 

* At half-past six ?’ 

‘Yes’: and after a minute or two, ‘is it you?’ 

‘No, a German a friend of mine.’ 

* All right.’ 

‘You will have to get up at five.’ 

Bitzenko’s next move was to go to his rooms, put a 
gently ticking little clock, with an enormous alarum on the 
top, under his arm, and so return to Otto Kreisler. He in- 
formed his friend of these last arrangements made in his 
interests : he suggested it would be better if he put him up 
for the night, to save time in the morning. He attached 
himself to Kreisler’s person : until it were deposited in the 
large cemetery near by or else departed from the Gare du 
Nord in a deal box for burial in Germany, it should not 
leave him. In the event of victory and he being no longer 
responsible for it, it would of course disappear as best it 
could. The possible subsequent conflict with the police 
was not without charm for Bitzenko : he regarded the police 
force, its functions and existence, as a pretext for adven- 
ture. But that was another matter, distinct from this. 

The light was blown out. Bitzenko curled himself up 
upon the floor: he insisted. Kreisler must be fresh in the 
morning and do him justice, The Russian could hear the 
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bed shaking for some time, he pricked his ears but could 
not make head or tail of it. Kreisler was trembling vio- 
lently: a sort of exultation at the thought of his success 
caused this nervous convulsion. 

At about half-past four in the morning Kreisler was 
dreaming of Vokt and a pact he had made with him in his 
sleep never to divulge some secret, which there was never 
any possibility of his doing in any case, as he had com- 
pletely forgotten what it was. His whole being was shat- 
tered by a dreadful explosion. With his eyes suddenly 
wide open he saw the little clock quivering upon the 
mantelpiece beneath its large alarum. When it had 
stopped Kreisler could hardly believe his ears, as though 
this sound had been going to accompany life, for that day 
at least, as a destructive and terrifying feature. Then he 
saw the Russian, already on foot, his white and hairy little 
body had apparently emerged from the scratch bed simul- 
taneously with the detonation of his clock, as though it 
were a mechanism set, for the same hour. 

They both dressed without a word. Kreisler wrote a 
short letter to his father, entrusting it to his Second. His 
last few francs were to be spent on the taxi that would take 
them to the place of meeting, outside the fortifications. 

They found the other Second sound asleep: he was more 
or less dressed by Bitzenko. They set out in their taxi to 
the rendezvous by way of the Bois. 

The chilly and unusual air of the early morning, the 
empty streets and shuttered houses, destroyed all feeling of 
reality for Kreisler. Had the duel been a thing to fear, it 
would have had an opposite effect. His errand did not 
appear as an inflexible reality either, following upon events 
that there was no taking back: it was a caprice they were 
pursuing, as though, for instance, they had woken up in 
the early morning and decided to go fishing: they were 
carrying it out with a dogged persistency, with which 
whims are often served. 

He kept his mind away from Soltyk. He seemed a very 
long way off, it would be fatiguing for the mind to go in 
search of him. 

Nature, with immense fugue, had pushed Kreisler to a 
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certain course: this feat accomplished, nature had de- 
parted, assured that his life would go steadily on in the bed 
gauged for it by this upheaval. But she had left the 
Russian with him to see that all was carried out according 
to her wishes. Kreisler’s german nature that craved dis- 
cipline, a course marked out, had got more even than it 
asked for: it had been presented with a mimic Fate. 

Bitzenko took his pleasure morosely. The calm and 
assurance of the evening before had given place to a brood- 
ing humour : he was only restored to a silent and intense 
animation on hearing his ‘ Browning’ speak. This he 
produced somewhere in the Bois, and insisted upon his 
principal having a little practice, as they had plenty of 
time to spare. This was a very imprudent step, it might 
draw attention to their movements, but Bitzenko over- 
ruled their objections. Kreisler proved an excellent shot. 
Then the Russian himself, with impassible face, emptied a 
couple of chambers into a tree trunk. He put his ° Brown- 
ing’ back into his pocket hastily, after this, as though 
startled at his own self-indulgence. 

A piece of waste land, on the edge of a wood, well hidden 
on all sides, had been chosen for the duel. The enemy was 
not on the ground when they drove up. Kreisler was quite 
passive ; he was in good hands. Until this was all over he 
had nothing to worry about. 

Bitzenko’s friend was a tall, powerfully built young 
russian painter, who, with his great bow legs, would take 
up some straggling and extravagantly twisted pose of the 
body, and remain immobile for minutes together, with an 
air of ridiculous detachment. This combination of a 
tortured, restless attitude, and at the same time the statu- 
esque tendency, suggested something like a contemplative 
contortionist. A mouth of almost anguished attention 
associated with little calm indifferent eyes, produced 
similar results in the face. 

Fresh compartment-—The duel became for him as he 
stood on the damp grass conventional : it was a duel like 
another. He was seeking reparation by arms : had he not 
been libelled and outraged ? ‘ A beautiful woman ’ was at 
the bottom of it. Life had no value for him! Tant pis 
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for the other man who had been foolhardy enough to cross 
his path! His coat collar turned up he looked sternly to- 
wards the road, his moustaches blowing a little in the wind. 
He asked Bitzenko for a cigarette. That gentleman did 
not smoke, but the other Russian produced a khaki 
cigarette with a long mouthpiece. He struck alight. As 
Kreisler lit his cigarette, his hand resting against the 
other’s, a strange feeling shot through him at the contact 
of this flesh. He moistened his lips and spat out a piece of 
the mouthpiece he had bitten through. 

The hour arranged came round and there was still no 
sign of the other party. The possibility of a hitch in the 
proceedings dawned upon Kreisler. Personal animosity 
for Soltyk revived. He looked towards his companions, 
alone there on the ground of the encounter: they were an 
unsatisfactory pair. These Russians ! he reproached him- 
self for having chosen Bitzenko in this affair. 

Bitzenko, on the other hand, was deep in thought: he 
was rehearsing his part of Second. The duel in which he 
had blinded his adversary was a figment of his boyish 
brain, confided with tears in his voice one evening to a 
friend. His only genuine claim to be a man of action was 
that, in a perfect disguise, he had assisted the peasants to 
set fire to his own manor-house during the revolution of 
1906, for the fun of the thing and in an access of revolu- 
tionary sentiment. Lateron he had assisted the police with 
information in the investigation of the affair, also anony- 
mously. All this he kept to himself: but he referred to 
his past in Russia in a way that conjured up more lurid- 
ness than the flames of his little chateau (which did not 
burn at all well) warranted. As to duelling, he knew 
nothing at all about that, but hoped soon to do so. 

Kreisler felt his hands getting so cold that he thought 
they might fail him in the duel. But a car was heard be- 
yond the trees, on the Paris road. This masterful sound 
struck steadily and at once into brutish apathy: it so 
plainly knew what it wanted. Men in their soft bodies 
still contained the apathy of the fields: their mind had burst 
out of them and taken these crawling pulps up on its back. 

It was Soltyk’s new four-seater bought with the commis- 
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sion derived from a sale of jewels, family heirlooms, belong- 
ing to Miss Vasek: with its load of hats itdrewup. The four 
members of the other party came on to the field, the fourth 
a young polish doctor. They walked quickly. Bitzenko 
went to meet them—Pochinsky protested energetically that 
the duel must not proceed. 

‘Monsieur Bitzenko, this duel must not be proceeded 
with | ’ 

‘On no account!’ exclaimed Khudin emphatically. 
‘It is monstrous ! ’ 

‘That is a point of view, gentlemen, I cannot accept. 
On what grounds—? ’ 

* Our principal has proved his respect for Herr Kreisler’s 
claim by accepting this place of meeting.’ 

Bitzenko stiffened. 

‘Is there anything in Herr Kreisler that would justify 
Monsieur Soltyk in considering that he was conde- 
scending—? ’ 

‘The attitude attributed to our principal is not his 
attitude ’ Jan then said, looking at the ground. 

‘ Is the implication that my principal has misrepresented 
the facts ? ’ 

Soltyk’s eyes steadily avoided Kreisler’s person. He 
hoped this ridiculous figure might make some move en- 
abling them to abandon the duel. His stomach had been 
out of order the day before—he wondered if it would surge 
up, disgrace him : he might in fact be sick at any moment 
he felt: he saw himself on tiptoe, in an ignominious spasm, 
the proceedings held up, friends and enemies watching. 
He kept his eyes off Kreisler as a bad sailor on board ship 
keeps his eyes off a plate of soup. 

Kreisler, from a distance of twenty yards stared through 
his glasses at the group of people his energy had collected 
at that early hour of the morning, as though he had been 
examining the enemy through binoculars. Obediently 
erect and still, he looked rather amazed at what was occur- 
ring. Soltyk, in rear of the others, struggled with his 
bile: he slipped into his mouth a sedative tablet, oxide of 
bromium and aniseed. This made him feel more sick: for 
some moments he stood still in horror, expecting to vomit. 
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The blood rushed to his head and covered the back of his 
neck with a warm liquid sheet. 

Kreisler’s look of surprise deepened. He had observed 
Soltyk slipping something into his mouth, and was puzzled 
and annoyed. What was heupto? Poison was the only 
guess he could make ; but what was that for ? 

Having taken part in many Mensurs he knew that for 
this very serious duel his emotions were inadequate for the 
occasion : his nervous system was as dead as that of a 
corpse. He became offended with his phlegm: this wealth 
of instinctive resistance to the idea of Death, the indignity 
of being nothing, was rendered empty by his premature 
insensitiveness. In a few minutes he might be dead !—but 
how absurd—that had so little effect that he almost laughed. 

Then, with better results, he occupied himself with the 
notion that that man yonder might in a few minutes be 
wiped out—he would become a disintegrating mess, more 
repulsive than vitriol or syphilis could make him : all that 
organism he, Kreisler, would be turning into dung, as 
though by magic. He, Kreisler, is insulted: he is denied 
equality of existence, his favourite money-lender is cor- 
rupted and estranged : he, Kreisler, lifts his hand, presses 
a little bar of steel and the other is swept away into the 
earth. Heaven knows where the insulting spirit goes to ! 
Heaven cares! But the physical break-up at least is 
beautifully complete. He went through it with painstak- 
ing realism. But he was too near the event to benefit 
properly by his fancy : possibilities were weakened by the 
nearness of Certainty. 

People refused to treat him as anything but a sack of 
potatoes, however. Four or five men had been arguing 
about him over there for the last five minutes and they had 
not once looked in his direction. He coughed to draw 
attention to himself. They all looked round in surprise. 

Clearly Bitzenko was defending his duel. Why should 
Bitzenko go on disposing of him in this fashion? This 
busybody took everything for granted ; he never so much 
as appealed to him, even once. Had Bitzenko been com- 
missioned to hustle him out of existence ? 

But Soltyk : there was that fellow again slipping some- 
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thing into his mouth! A cruel and fierce sensation of 
mixed origin but berserker stamp rose self-consciously in a 
hot gush around his heart. Heloved that man! Naja! it 
was certainly a sort of passion he had for him! But— 
mystery of mysteries !—because he loved him he wished to 
plunge a sword into him, to plunge it in and out and up and 
down! Oh why had pistols been chosen ? 

For two pins he would let him off! He would let him off 
if—yes. He began pretending to himself that the duel 
might after all not take place. That was the only way he 
could get anything out of it. 

He laughed ; then shouted out in German : 

* Give me one!’ 

They alllooked round. Soltyk did not turn, but the side 
of his face became crimson. Kreisler felt a surge of active 
passion at the sight of the blood in his face. 

‘Give me one’ Kreisler shouted again, putting out the 
palm of his hand, and laughing in a thick, insulting, hearty 
manner. He was now a Knabe a Bengel—he was young and 
cheeky. His last words had been said with quick clever- 
ness: the heavy coquetting was double-edged. 

‘What do you mean ?’ Bitzenko called back. 

‘I want a jujube. Ask Herr Soltyk! Tell him not to 

keep them to himself ! ’ 
. They all turned towards the other principal to the duel, 
standing some yards beyond them. Head thrown back 
and eyes burning, Soltyk gazed at Kreisler. If killing 
could be embodied in the organ that sees a perfect weapon 
would exist : but Soltyk’s battery was too conventional to 
pierce the layers of putrefying tragedy, Kreisler’s bulwark. 
His cheeks were a dull red, his upper lip was stretched 
tightly over the gums: the white line of teeth made his 
face look as though he were laughing. He stamped his 
foot on the ground with the impetuous grace of a Russian 
dancer, and started walking hurriedly up and down. He 
glared at his seconds as well, but although sick with im- 
patience made no protest. 

A peal of drawling laughter came from Kreisler. 

‘ Sorry, sorry, my mistake ’ he shouted. ‘ Don’t disturb 
yourself. Take things easy ! ’ 
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Bitzenko came over and asked Kreisler if he still, for 
his part, was of the same mind, namely, that the duel should 
proceed. The principal stared impenctrably at the Second. 

‘If such an arrangement can be come to as should— 
er—’ he began slowly. He was going to play with Bitzenko 
too, against whom his humour had shifted. A look of 
deepest dismay appeared in the Russian’s face. 

‘TI don’t understand. You mean?’ 

‘I mean that if the enemy and you can find a basis for 
understanding—’ and Kreisler went on staring at Bit- 
zenko with his look of false surprise. 

* You seem very anxious for me to fight, Herr Bitzenko ’ 
he then exclaimed furiously.—With a laugh at Bitzenko’s 
miserable face, and with evident pleasure at his own ‘ tem- 
peramental ’ facial agility, the quick-change artist every 
inch, he left the Russian, walking towards the other assist- 
ants. Addressing Pochinsky, his face radiating affability, 
stepping with caution, as though to avoid puddles, he said 
in a finicky caressing voice : 

* 1am willing to forgo the duel at once on one condition. 
Otherwise it must go on!’ he barked fiercely. ‘ If Herr 
Soltyk will give me a kiss I will forgo the duel ! ’ 

He smiled archly and expectantly at Pochinsky. 

‘I don’t know what you mean!’ Jan piped with a dark 
delighted snigger. 

‘Why akiss? You know what a kiss is, my dear sir.’ 

*T shall consider you out of your mind. Men do not 
kiss men. Men fight—but kiss! That 1s not manly 
behaviour—.’ 

‘ That is my condition.’ 

Soltyk had come up behind Pochinsky. 

* What is your condition ?’ he asked loudly. 

Kreisler stepped forward so quickly that he was beside 
him before Soltyk could move: with one hand coaxingly 
extended towards his arm he was saying something, too 
softly for the others to hear. 

By his rapid action he had immobilized everybody. 
Surprise had shot their heads all one way: they stood, 
watching and listening, screwed into astonishment as 
though by deft fingers. His soft words, too, must have 
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carried sleep : their insults and their honey clogged up his 
enemy. A hand had been going up to strike: but at the 
words it stopped dead. So much new matter for anger 
had been poured into the ear that it wiped out the earlier 
impulse : action must again be begun right down from the 
root. Soltyk stared stupidly at him. 

Kreisler thrust his mouth forward amorously, his body 
in the attitude of the Eighteenth-Century gallant, right 
toe advanced and pointed, as though Soltyk had been a 
woman. 

Soltyk became white and red by turns: the will was 
released in a muffled explosion, it tore within at its ob- 
structions, he writhed upright, a statue’s bronze softening, 
suddenly, with blood. His blood, one heavy mass, hurtled 
about in him, up and down, like a sturgeon in a narrow 
tank. All the pilules he had taken seemed acting seda- 
tively against the wildness of his muscles: the bromium 
fought the blood. His hands were electrified : will was 
at last dashed all over him, an arctic douche and the hands 
become claws flew at Kreisler’s throat. His nails made 
six holes in the flesh and cut into the tendons beneath : his 
enemy was hurled about to left and right, he was pumped 
backwards and forwards. Otto’s hands grabbed a mass 
of hair, as a man slipping on a precipice seizes a plant: 
then they gripped along the coat sleeves, connecting him 
with the engine he had just overcharged with fuel: his 
face sallow white, he became puffed and exhausted. 

‘ Acha—acha—’ a noise, the beginning of a word, came 
from his mouth. He sank down on his knees. A notion 
of endless violence filled him. Tchun—tchun—tchun— 
tchun—tchun—tchun his blood * chugged ’—he collapsed 
upon his back and the convulsive arms came with him. 
The strangling sensation at his neck intensified. 

* 

Meanwhile a breath of absurd violence had smitten 
everywhere. Khudin had shouted : 

‘That “crapule”’ is beneath contempt! Pouah! I 
refuse to act! Whatever induced us—! Pouah!’ 

Bitzenko had begun a discourse. Khudin turned upon 
him, shrieking ‘ Foute-moi donc la paix, imbécile ! ’ 
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At this Bitzenko had rapped him smartly upon the cheek. 
Khudin, who spent his mornings sparring with a negro 
pugilist, gave him a blow between the eyes, which laid him 
out insensible upon the field of honour. But Bitzenko’s 
russian colleague, interfering when he noticed this, seized 
Khudin round the waist and after a sharp bout, threw him, 
falling on top of him. 

Jan, his face radiant with unaffected malice, hurried 
with the physician to separate Soltyk and Kreisler, scufil- 
ing and exhorting. The field was filled with cries, smacks, 
harsh movements and the shrill voice of Jan exclaiming 
‘Gentlemen! gentlemen !’ 

This chaos gradually cleared up: Soltyk was pulled off ; 
Khudin and the young Russian were separated by the 
surgeon with great difficulty. Bitzenko oncc more was 
upon his feet. Everybody on all hands was dusting 
trousers, arranging collars, picking up hats. 

Kreisler stood stretching his neck to right and left alter- 
nately. His collar was torn open; blood trickled down 
his chest. He had felt weak and quite unable to help him- 
self against his antagonist. Actual fighting appeared a 
contingency outside the calculations or functioning of his 
spirit. Brutal by rote and in the imagination, if action 
came too quickly, before he could inject it with his dream, 
his energies became disconnected. This mélée had been a 
most disturbing interlude : he was extremely offended by 
it. His eyes rested steadily and angrily upon Soltyk now. 
This attempt upon the part of his enemy to escape into 
physical and secondary things he must be made to pay for ! 
Kreisler staggered a little, with the dignity of the drunken 
man : his glasses were still in place, they had weathered 
the storm, tightly riding his face, because of Soltyk’s 
partiality for his neck. 

The physician, flushed from his recent work, took Soltyk 
by the arm. 

‘Come along Louis: surely you don’t want any more of 
it? Let’s get out of this, I refuse to act professionally. 
This is a brawl not aduel. You agree with me Pochinsky 
don’t you ?’ 

Soltyk was panting, his mouth opening and shutting. 
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He first turned this way, then that : his actions were those 
of a man avoiding some importunity. 

‘C’est bien, c’est bien!’ he gasped in French. ‘ Mais 
oui, je sais bien! Laisse-moi.’ 

All his internal disorganization was steadily claiming his 
attention. 

‘Mais dépéche-toi donc! Tu n’as plus rien a faire ici.’ 
Half supporting him, the doctor began urging him along 
towards the car: Soltyk, stumbling and coughing, allowed 
himself to be guided. Jan followed slowly, grinning. 

Bitzenko, recuperating rapidly, observed what was 
happening. With a muffled cry for assistance, he started 
after them. 

* 

Kreisler saw all this at first with indifference. He had 
taken his handkerchief out and was dabbing his neck. 
Then suddenly, with a rather plaintive but resolute gait, 
7 = after his Second, his eve fixed upon the retreating 

oles. 

‘Hi! Amoment! Your Browning! Give me your Brown- 
ing!’ he said hoarsely. His voice had been driven back 
into the safer depths of his body: it was a new and un- 
convincing one. Bitzenko did not appear to understand. 

Kreisler plucked the revolver out of his pocket with an 
animal deftness. There was a report. He was firing in 
the air. 

The retreating physician had faced quickly round, 
dragging Soltyk. Kreisler was covering them with the 
Automatic. 

‘Halt!’ he shouted ‘halt there! Not so fast! I will 
shoot you like a dog if you will not fight !° 

Covering them, he ordered Bitzenko to take one of the 
revolvers provided for the duel over to Soltyk. 

‘That will be murder — if you assist in this, sir, you 
will be participating in a murder! Stop this—.’ 

The doctor was jabbering at Bitzenko, his arm still 
through his friend’s. Soltyk stood wiping his face with his 
hand, his eyes upon the ground. His breath came heavily 
and he kept shifting his feet. 

The young Russian stood in a twisted attitude, a 
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gargoyle Apollo: his mask of peasant tragedy had broken 
into a slight and very simple smile. 

‘Moveand I fire! Move and I fire!’ Kreisler kept shout- 
ing, moving up towards them, with stealthy grogginess. 
He kept shaking the revolver and pointing at them with the 
other hand, to keep them alive to the reality of the menace. 

* Don’t touch the pistols Louis !’ said the doctor, stand- 
ing with folded arms beside his friend, as Bitzenko came 
over with his leather dispatch case. ‘ Don’t touch them 
Louis! They daren’t shoot! They dare not. Don’t 
touch !’ 

Louis appeared apathetic both as to the pistols and the 
good advice. 

‘Leave him both!’ Kreisler called, his revolver still 
trained on Soltyk. Bitzenko put them both down, a foot 
away from Soltyk, and walked hurriedly out of the zone 
of fire where he found himself beside Jan, who had with- 
drawn upon the arrival of Kreisler and his Automatic. 

* Will you take up one of those pistols or both ?* Kreis- 
ler asked. 

‘Kindly point that revolver somewhere else and allow 
us to go!’ the indignant physician called back. 

‘I’m not speaking to you, pig-face! It’s you I’m 
addressing. Take up that pistol ! ’ 

He was now five or six yards from them. 

‘Herr Soltyk is unarmed! The pistols you want him 
to take have only one charge. Yours hastwelve. In any 
case it would be murder ! ’ 

Kreisler walked up to them. He was very white, much 
quieter and acting with some effort. He stooped down to 
take up one of the pistols. The doctor aimed a blow at his 
head. It caught him just in front of the ear, on the right 
cheek bone : he staggered sideways, tripped and fell. The 
moment he felt the blow he pulled the trigger of the Brown- 
ing, which still pointed towards his principal adversary. 
Soltyk threw his arms up, Kreisler was struggling upwards 
to his feet, he fell face forwards on top of him. 

Believing this to be a new attack, Otto seized the de- 
scending body round the middle, rolling over on top of it. 
It was quite limp. He then thought the other man had 
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fainted or perhaps ruptured himself. He drew back quickly: 
two hands grasped him and flung him down on his stomach. 
This time his glasses went. Scrambling after them, he 
remembered his Automatic which he had dropped: he 
shot his hands out to left and right, forgetting his glasses, 
to recover the revolver. He felt that a blow was a long 
time in coming. 

“He ’s dead! He’s dead!’ 

The doctor’s voice, announcing that in french, he heard 
at the same time as Bitzenko’s panting in his ear : 

‘ What are you looking for? Come quickly !’ 

* Where is the Browning?’ he asked. At that moment 
his hand struck his glasses : he put them on and got to his 
feet. 

At Bitzenko’s words he had a feeling of a new order of 
things having set in, a sensation he remembered having 
experienced on two other occasions in his past life. They 
came in a fresh surprising tone: it was as though they 
were the first words he had heard that day. Something 
was ripped open, and everything was fresh loud and new. 
The words themselves appeared to signify a sudden re- 
moval, a journey, novel conditions. 

‘Come along, I’ve got the gun. There ’s no time to 
lose.” It was all over; he must embrace practical affairs. 
The Russian’s voice was business-like: something had 
finished for him too. Kreisler saw the others standing in 
a peaceful group ; the doctor was getting up from beside 
Soltyk. 

He rushed over to Kreisler and shook his fist in his 
face and tried to speak. But his mouth was twisted 
down at the corners, and he could hardly see. The palms 
of his hands pressed into each of his eyes, the next moment 
he was sobbing, walking back to his friends. Jan was 
looking at Kreisler but it seemed with nothing but idle 
curiosity. 

Bitzenko’s bolt was shot: Kreisler had been unsatis- 
factory. All had ended in a silly accident: this was 
hardly a real corpse at all. But something was sent to 
console him. The Police had got wind of the duel. Bit- 
zenko his compatriot and Kreisler were walking down the 
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field, intending to get into the road at the farther end and 
so reach the nearest station. The taxi had been sent away, 
Kreisler having no more money, and Bitzenko’s feeling in 
the matter being that, should Kreisler fall, a corpse can 
always find some sentimental soul to look after it. There 
was always the Morgue, a most satisfactory place for a 
body. 

Half-way along the field, a car passed them on the other 
side of the hedge at full tilt. Once more the Russian was 
in his element. His face cleared: he looked ten years 
younger—in the occupants of the car he had recognized 
members of the police force ! 

Calling ‘ run!’ to Kreisler he took to his heels, followed 
by his compatriot—whose neck shot in and out and whose 
great bow legs could almost be heard twanging as he ran. 
They reached another hedge, ran along the farther side of 
it, Bitzenko bent double as though to escape a rain of 
bullets. Eventually he was seen careering across an open 
space quite near the river, which lay a couple of hundred 
yards beyond the lower end of the field. There he lay 
ambushed for a moment, behind a shrub: then he darted 
forward again, eventually disappearing along the high road 
in a cloud of dust. As to his athletic young friend, he made 
straight for the railway-station, which he reached without 
incident, and returned immediately to Paris and to bed. 
Kreisler for his part conformed to Bitzenko’s programme 
of flight: he scrambled through the hedge, crossed the 
road, and escaped almost unnoticed. 

The truth was that the Russian had attracted the atten- 
tion of the police to such an extent by his striking flight, 
that without a moment’s hesitation they had bolted helter- 
skelter after him. They contented themselves with a part- 
ing shout or two at Kreisler. Duclling was not an offence 
that roused them very much and capture in such cases was 
not so material that they would feel very disposed for a 
cross-country run. But they were so impressed by the 
Russian’s business-like way of disappearing that they 
imagined this must have been a curiously venal sort of 
duel : that he was the principal they did not doubt for a 
moment. Sothey went after him in full cry, rousing two or 
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three villages in their passage, whose occupants followed 
at their heels, pouring with frantic hullabaloo in the direc- 
tion of the capital. Bitzenko, however, with admirable 
resourcefulness, easily outwitted them. He crossed the 
Seine near Saint Cloud, and got back to Paris in time to 
read the afternoon newspaper reports of the duel and flight 
with a tranquil satisfaction. 


Chapter 6 


IVE days after this, in the morning, Otto Kreisler 
mounted the steps of the police station of a small town 
near the german frontier. He was going to give himself up. 
Bitzenko had pictured his principal, in the event of a 
successful outcome to the duel, seeking rapidly by train 
the german frontier, disguised in some extraordinary 
manner. Had the case been suggested to him of a man in 
this position without sufficient money in his pocket to buy 
a ticket, he would then have imagined a figure of melo- 
drama hurrying through France, dodging and dogged by 
the police, defying a thousand perils. Whether Kreisler 
were still under the spell of the Russian or not, this was the 
course, more or less, taken by him. He could be trusted 
not to go near Paris: that city nothing would have per- 
suaded him to re-enter. 

The police disturbing the last act of his sanguinary farce 
was a Similar contretemps to Soltyk’s fingers in his throat.’ 
At the last moment everything had begun to go wrong : 
for this he had not been prepared because the world had 
shown no tendency up till then to interfere. 

Soltyk had died when his back was turned, so to speak : 
he got the contrary of comfort out of the thought that he 
could claim to have done the deed. The police had rushed 
in and broken things off short, swept everything up and off— 
the banquet had terminated in a brutal raid. A sensation 
of shock and dislocation remained in Otto’s mind : he had 
been hurried so much! He had never needed leisure, 
breathing space, so much : had he been given time—only 
a little time—he might have put that to rights—this 
sinister regret could only imply a possible mutilation of 
the corpse. 

A dead man has no feeling, he can be treated as an object: 
but a living man needs time—does not a living man need 
so much time to develop his movements, to lord it with his 
thoughtful body, to unroll his will? Time is what he needs 
clearly. As a tramp, hustled away from a Cafe by the 
personnel, protests, at each jerk the waiter gives him, that 
he is a human being, probably a free human being—yes 
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probably free; so Kreisler complained to his fate that he 
was a living man, that he required ti#me—that above all it 
was time he needed—to settle his affairs and withdraw 
from life. He whined and blustered to no effect. 

Soltyk’s death dismayed him deeply: if you will think 
of a demented person who has become possessed of the 
belief that it is essential for the welfare of the world that 
he should excuperate into a bird’s nest while standing upon 
one leg on the back of a garden seat, but who is baulked, 
first of all by the seat giving way, and secondly by the bird’s 
nest catching fire and vanishing because of the use by the 
bird of certain chemical substances in its construction, 
combined with the heat of the sun, you will have a parallel 
for Kreisler’s superstitious disappointment. 

He was superstitious as well in the usual way about this 
decease : in the course of his spiritless and brooding 
tramp he questioned if it were not he that had died, and 
not Soltyk at all, and if it were not a ghost who was now 
wandering off nowhere in particular. 

One franc and a great many coppers remained to him. 
As he jumped from field to road and road to field again in 
his flight, they rose and fell in a little leaden wave in his 
pocket, breaking dully upon his thigh. This little wave 
rose and fell many times, till he began to wait for it and its 
monotonous grace. It was like a sigh: it heaved and 
clashed down in a foiled way. That evening he spent it on 
a meal in a small village hotel. The night was dry: he 
slept in an empty barge. Next day, at four in the after- 
noon, he arrived at Meaux. Here he exchanged what he 
stood up in, hat and boots as well as clothes, for a shabby 
workman’s outfit. He gained seven francs and fifty cen- 
times on the transaction. He caught the early train for 
Rheims, travelling 35 kilometres of his journey at a sou a 
kilometre. A meal near the station, and he took another 
ticket to Verdun. Believing himself nearer the frontier 
than he actually was, he set out on foot : at the next large 
town, Marcade, he had too hearty a meal. His money 
gave out before the frontier was nearly reached. For two 
days he had eaten hardly anything: he tramped on in a 
dogged careless spirit. 
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The nearness of his home-frontier began to rise like a 
wall in front of him. This question had to be answered : 
Did he want to cross the german frontier ? Did he really 
want, having reached it, to cross it ? 

His answer to this question had been to mount the steps 
of the local police-station. 

x 

His prussian severity of countenance, now that he was 
dressed in every point like a vagabond—without hat and 
his hair disordered, five days’ beard on his chin—this stern- 
ness of the german officer-caste gave him the appearance 
of a forbidding ruffian. The ‘ agent ’ on duty, who barred 
his passage brutally before the door of the inner office, 
scowling too, classed him as a dangerous vagabond. His 
voluntary entrance into the police station he regarded as 
an act not only highly suspicious and unaccountable in 
itself, but of the last insolence. 

* Qu’est-ce qu'il te faut ? ’ 

‘ Foir le gommissaire’ returned Kreisler. 

‘Tu ne peux pas le voir. I] n’y est pas.’ 

A few more laconic sentences followed. The ‘ agent’ 
reiterated sulkily that the official he desired to see was not 
there. But he was eyeing Kreisler doubtfully and turning 
something over in his mind. 

The day before two Germans had been arrested in the 
neighbourhood as spies. They were now under lock and 
key in this particular building, until further evidence 
should be collected. It was extremely imprudent for a 
German to loiter on the frontier on entering France, it was 
naturally much wiser for him to push on at once—looking 
neither to right nor to left—for the interior. This was 
generally realized by Germans. But the two men in question 
were carpenters by profession: both carried huge foot- 
rules in their pockets. Upon this discovery their captors 
were in a State of consternation : they shut them up, with 
their implements, in the most inaccessible depths of the 
local clink. But it was in the doorway of this building 
that Kreisler now stood. 

The ‘ agent ’ who had recognized a German by his accent 
at length turned and disappeared through the door. He 
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reappeared with two colleagues. They crowded the door- 
way and surveyed Kreisler blankly. One asked in 9 very 
knowing voice : 

‘What ’s the game Fritz? What are you doing here ? 
Come about your pals ?’ 

‘I had tuel and killt man; I have walked for more 
days—.’ 

*'Yes we know all about that !’ 

‘So you had a duel eh?’ asked another: they all 
laughed with nervous suddenness at the picture of this 
hobo defending his honour at twenty paces. 

* Well is that all you have to say ?’ 

‘T would eat.’ 

‘Yes I daresay! Your two pals inside also have big 
appetites. But look sharp, come to the point! Have you 
anything to tell us about your compatriots inside there ? ” 

His throttling by Soltyk had been Kreisler’s last mile- 
stone: he had changed, he now knew he was beaten, and 
that there was nothing to do but to die. His body ran to 
the german frontier as a chicken’s does down a yard, head- 
less, from the block. 

It was a dull and stupid face he presented to the official. 
He did not understand him. He muttered that he was 
hungty. He could hardly stand; leaning his shoulder 
against the wall, he stood with his eyes upon the ground. 
The police bristled. He was making himself at home! 
What a toupet ! 

‘Va-ten! If you don’t want to tell us anything, clear 
out—look sharp about it. A pretty lot of trouble you 
cursed Germans are giving us! You ‘ll none of you speak 
when it comes to the point: you all stand staring like 
boobies. But that won’t pay here. Off you go—double 
march |’ 

The two others turned back into the office and slammed 
the door. The first police officer stood before it again, 
looking truculently at Kreisler. He said : 

* Passez votre chemin! Don’t stand gaping there ! ’ 

Then, giving him a shake, he hustled him to the top of 
i ae A parting shove sent him staggering down into 
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Kreisler walked on for a little. Eventually, in a quiet 
square, near the entrance of the town, he fell upon a bench, 
drew his legs up and went to sleep. 

At ten o'clock, the town lethargically rctiring, all its legs 
moving slowly, like a spent insect, an ‘ agent ’ came gradu- 
ally along the square. He stopped opposite the sleeping 
Kreisler, surveying him with lawful indignation. 

‘En voila un qui ne se géne pas, ma foi!’ He swayed 
energetically up to him. 

* Eh ! le copain! Tu voudrais coucher & la belle étoile ? ’ 

He shook him. 

“Oh la! Tu ne peux pas passer la nuit ici! Houp! 
Dépéche-toi. D’bout !’ 

Kreisler responded only by a tired movement as though 
to bury his skull in the bench. A more violent jerk rolled 
him upon the ground. Thereupon he awoke and as he lay 
there he protested in german, with a sort of dull asperity. 
He scrambled to his knees and then to his feet. 

At the sound of the familiar gutturals of the neighbour- 
ing Empire the patriot in the policeman came to life. 
Kreisler stood there, muttering partly in german and 
partly in french, he was very tired. He spoke with some 
bitterness of his attempt to get into the police station : he 
criticized the inhospitable reception he had received. The 
‘agent’ understood several words of german—notably 
‘Ja’ and ‘Abort.’ The consequence was that however 
much might be actually intended on any given occasion, by 
anyone speaking in german, it could never equal in scope 
intensity and meaning what he thought he distinguished. 

He was at once convinced that Kreisler was threatening 
an invasion—he scoffed loudly in reply. He understood 
Kreisler to assert that the town in which they stood would 
soon belong to Germany and that he would then sleep not 
upon a bench, but in the best bed their dirty little hole of a 
village could offer. He approached this contumelious 
Boche threateningly. Eventually he distinctly heard him- 
self apostrophized as a ‘sneaking flic.’ At that his hand 

Kreisler’s collar, he threw him in the direction of 
the police station. He had miscalculated the distance : 
Kreisler, weak for want of food, fell at his feet. Getting 
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up, he scuffled a short while. Then, it occurring to him 
that here was an excellent opportunity of getting a dinner 
and being lodged after all in the Bureau de Police, he 
suddenly became docile. 

Arrived at the police station—with several revolts 
against the brutal handling he was subjected to—he was 
met at the door by the same inhospitable man as earlier in 
the day. This person was enraged beyond measure: he 
held Kreisler, while his comrade went into the office to re- 
port: he held him as a restive horse is held, and jerked him 
several times against the wall, as if he had been resisting 
with a desperate fougue. 

Two men, one of whom he had formerly seen, came and 
looked at him. No effort was made to discover if he were 
really at fault : by this time they were persuaded that he 
was a ruffian, if not a spy then a murderer, although they 
were inclined to regard him as a criminal enigma. They 
felt they could no longer question his right to a night’s 
lodging. He was led to a cell where he was given some 
bread and water at his urgent request. 

On the following morning he was taken up before the 
Commissaire. When Kreisler was brought in, this gentle- 
man had just finished cross-examining for the fifteenth time 
the two german carpenters detained as spies. They had 
not much peace: they were liable to be dragged out of 
their cells several times in the course of an afternoon, as 
often as a new theory of their guilt should occur to one of 
the numerous staff of the police station. They would be 
confronted with their foot-rules and watched in breathless 
silence ; or be cross-questioned and caught out as to their 
movements during the month previous to their arrest. 
The Commissaire was perspiring all over with the intensity 
of his last effort to detect something. Kreisler was led in 
and prevented from becoming in any way intelligible dur- 
ing a quarter of an hour by the furious interruptions of the 
enraged officer. At last he succeeded in conveying that he 
was quite unacquainted with the two carpenters ; more- 
over, that all he needed was food, that he had decided to 
give himself up and await the decision of the Paris auth- 
orities as regards his duel. If they were not going to take 
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any action, he would return to Paris—at least as soon as he 
had received a certain letter; and he gave his address. 
He was sent back to his cell in disgrace. 

He slept the greater part of the day. The next he spent 
nervous and awake. In the afternoon a full confirmation 
of his story reached the authorities. It was likely the 
following morning, he was told, that he would be sent to 
Paris. It meant, then, that he was going to be tried, as a 
kind of murderer: there would be the adverse witnesses 
who would maintain that he shot a defenceless man de- 
liberately. 

He became extremely disturbed as he sat and reflected 
upon what was in store for him—Paris, the vociferous 
courts, the ennuis of a criminal case. All the circumstances 
of this now distant affair would be resuscitated. Then 
the Russian—he would have to see him again. Sorrow 
for himself bowed him down. This prospective journey 
to Paris was ridiculous—noise, piercing noise, effort, 
awaited him revengefully. There was no detail he could 
not forecast. The energy and obstinacy of the rest of the 
world, the world that would cross-question him and drag 
him about from spot to spot, at last setting him to pick 
oakum, no doubt, these frightened him as something mad. 
Bitzenko appealed most to this new-born anxiety: Bit- 
zenko was like some much-relished dish a man has one day 
eaten too much of, and will never be able to see again 
without wishing to vomit. 


On the other hand, he became quite used to his cell : 
his mind was sick and this room had a clinical severity. It 
had all the severity of a place in which an operation might 
suitably be performed. He became fond of it. He lay 
upon his bed : he turned over the shell of many empty and 
depressing hours he had lived : in all these listless concave 
shapes he took a particular pleasure. ‘Good times ’ were 
avoided : days spent with his present stepmother, before 
his father knew her, gave him a particularly numbing and 
nondescript feeling. 

He sat up, listening to the noises from the neighbouring 
rooms and corridors. It began to sound to him like one 
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steady preparation for his removal: steps bustled about 
getting this ready and getting that ready as though for a 
departure. 

The police station had cost him some trouble to enter : 
but from the start they had been attracted to each other. 
There is no such thing as a male building perhaps, all 
buildings are probably female : what are they ?—they are 
the most highly developed ‘things.’ This small modern 
edifice was having its romance; Otto Kreisler was its 
liebhaberet. 

It was now warning him, it was full of rumours: it 
echoed sharply the fact of its policemen. 

After his evening meal he took up his bed in his arms and 
placed it upon the opposite side of the cell, beneath the 
window. He sat there for some time as though resting 
after this effort. The muttering of two children on a door- 
step in the street below came to him on the evening light 
with dramatic stops and emptiness. It bore with it an 
image, like an old picture, bituminous and with a graceful 
queer formality : this fixed itself before him in the manner 
of a mirage. He watched it muttering. 


Slowly he began to draw off his boots. He took out the 
laces, and tied them together for greater strength. Then 
he tore several strips off his shirt and made a short cord 
of them. He went through these actions with an uncon- 
scious deftness, as though it were a routine. He meas- 
ured the drop from the bar of the ventilator with puckered 
forehead calculating the necessary length of cord, like a 
boy preparing the accessories of some game. It was only 
a game, too: he recognized what these proceedings meant, 
but shunned the idea that it was serious. In the way that 
a person disinclined to write a necessary letter may take up 
his pen, resolving to begin it merely, but writes more and 
more until it is in fact completed, so Kreisler proceeded 
with his unattractive task. 

Standing upon the bed, he attached the cord to the ven- 
tilator. He tested its strength by holding it some inches 
from the top, and then, his shoulders hunched, ahi bas his 
whole weight languidly upon it fora moment. Adjusting 
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the noose, he smoothed his hair back after he had slipped 
it over his head. He made as though to kick the bed away, 
playfully, then stood still, staring in front of him. The 
last moment must be one of realization. His caution had 
been due to a mistrust of some streaks of him, the most 
suspect that connected with the nebulous tracts of sex. 

A sort of heavy confusion burst up as he withdrew the 
restraint. It reminded him of Soltyk’s hands upon his 
throat. The same throttling feeling returned: the blood 
bulged in his head: he felt dizzy—it was the Soltyk 
struggle over again. But, as with Soltyk, he did not 
resist : he gently worked the bed outwards from beneath 
him, giving it a last steady shove. He hung, gradually 
choking—the last thing he was conscious of his tongue. 

The discovery of Kreisler’s body caused a profound in- 
dignation among the staff of the police station. They re- 
membered the persistence with which this unprincipled 
vagrant had attempted to get into the building. It was 
clear to their minds that his sole purpose had been to hang 
himself upon their premises. From the first he had mysti- 
fied them. Now their uneasy suspicions were bitterly 
confirmed. Each man felt that this corpse had personally 
insulted him and made a fool of him, still worse. They 
thrust it savagely into the earth, with vexed and disgusted 
faces. 

Herr Kreisler paid without comment what was claimed 
by the landlord in Paris for his son’s rooms ; and writing 
to the authorities at the frontier-town about the bunal, 
paid exactly the sum demanded by this town {or disposing 
of the body, without comment of any sort. 


Chapter 7 


NASTASYA had personally liked Kreisler. That was 
why the spectacle of Fraulein Lunken excusing her- 
self, in the process putting Kreisler in a more unsatisfac- 
tory light, had annoyed her. But apart from that, 
Bertha’s undignified rigmarole after the Club dance had 
irritated her: to cut it short she brutally announced that 
Kreisler’s behaviour was due simply to the fact that he 
fancied himself in love with her, Anastasya. ‘ He was not 
worrying about Fraulein Lunken : he was in love with me’ 
the statement amounted to, it had been an irritated ex- 
hibition of frankness as immodestly presented as possible, 
to shock this little bourgeois fool. Bertha! how could 
Tarr consort with such a dumm cow? Her aristocratic 
woman's sense did not appreciate the taste for the slut, the 
Miss or the suburban queen. The apache, the coster-girl, 
the whore—all that had character, oh yes! Her romanti- 
cism, in fact, was of the same order as Bertha’s but much 
better class. 
x 

Two days after the duel she met Tarr in the street. They 
agreed to meet at Vallet’s for dinner. The table at which 
she had first come across Otto Kreisler was where they sat. 

‘You knew Soltyk didn’t you ?’ he asked her. 

‘Yes. Poor Soltyk !’ 

She looked at Tarr doubtfully. A certain queer aston- 
ishment in her face struck Tarr. She spoke with a busi- 
nesslike calm about his death. 

‘I knew him only slightly ’ she then said. ‘ You know 
how he made a living? He sold objets dart. I had 
several things I wanted to sell, he put the thing through 
for me, and advised me about some other things I was 
disposing of in Vienna.’ 

‘ He was your agent, or something of the sort.’ 

‘That’sit. He was an excellent business-man, I think. I 
believe he was rather too sharp for me over one transaction.’ 

* Indeed ? ’ 

‘I think so. I’m not quite sure yet.’ 

‘ You can’t do anything about it, I suppose ? ’ 
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* Not now.’ 

She knew people referred to her as the ‘ woman in the 
case.” Soltyk possessed a rather ridiculous importance, 
being \dead—the fact was bigger than the person. Her 
sinister prominence she took no interest in, but with Tarr 
she preferred to make clear the nature of the public mis- 
understanding. 

Kreisler she had come to abominate: to have killed, to 
have killed someone she knew—it was a hostile act to bring 
death so near to her! She hoped he might never come back 
to Paris: she did not wish to meet Kreisler again. 

‘I don’t know what grounds there are for it, but they 
say Soltyk was not killed in a duel’ Tarr continued. 
‘ Kreisler is to be charged with murder or at least man- 
slaughter.’ 

‘Yes I have heard too that Kreisler shot him before he 
was ready or something—.’ She shrugged her shoulders. 

‘He was shot when he was unarmed, that’s the story. 
There was no duel at all.’ 

* Oh that is not the version I have heard.’ 

She did not seem interested in this subject. 

‘I was Kreisler’s Second for half an hour’ Tarr said in 
a minute. 

‘How do you mean, for half an hour—?’ she asked 
laughing. 

‘ I happened to be there and was asked to help him until 
somebody else could be found. I did not suspect him, I 
may say, of meaning to murder your business agent ! ’ 

‘Of course not. What was the cause of it all, do you 
know ?’ 

‘ According to Kreisler, there had been some smacking 
and caning earlier in the day—.’ 

“Yes. I as a matter of fact was a somewhat puzzled 
witness of that. Herr Kreisler met Soltyk and myself. 
We had just. been finishing up the last of the deals of which 
I spoke.’ 

* Yes.’ 

‘If you ask me, I think that Soltyk was a little in the 
wrong.’ 

‘I dare say.’ 


290 TARR 


Tarr’s sympathies were all with Kreisler. He had never 
been attracted by the Poles of Paris: deep square races 
were favoured by him: and Kreisler was an atavistic 
creature whom on the whole he preferred. Some of his 
passion for Bertha flowed over on to her fellow countryman. 

What hand had his present companion in the duel, he 
wondered ; her indifference or her patronage of Kreisler 
seemed to point to something unexplained. Kreisler’s 
ways were still mysterious ! 

As they were finishing the meal, after turning her head 
towards the entrance-door Anastasya remarked, with 
mock concern : 

‘There is your fiancée. She seems rather upset—.’ 

Tarr looked towards the door. Bertha’s white face was 
close up against one of the narrow panes, above the lace 
curtain. There was four foot of window on either side of 
the door. 

Her eyes were round, vacant and dark, the features very 
white and heavy, the mouth steadily open in painful lines. 
As he looked the face drew graduallv away, and then sank 
into the medium of the night, in which it had appeared. 
It withdrew with a glutinous. sweet slowness: the heavy 
white jowl seemed dragging itself out of some fluid trap 
where it had been caught like a weighty body. 

Tarr knew how the pasty flesh would nestle against the 
furs, the shoulders swing, the legs move just as much as 
was necessary for progress, with no movement of the hips. 
Everything about her in the chilly night would give an 
impression of warmth and system : the sleek cloth fitting 
the square shoulders tightly, the underclothes carefully 
tight as well, the breath from her nostrils the slight steam 
from a contented machine. 

He caught Anastasya’s eye and smiled. 

‘Your fiancée is pretty’ she said, affecting to think 
that that was the correct answer to the smile. 

‘She ’s not my fiancée. But she ’s a pretty girl.’ 

‘I heard you were engaged—.’ 

‘No.’ 

‘It’s no good’ he thought. But he must spare Bertha 
in future such discomforting sights. 


PART VII 
SWAGGER SEX 


Chapter I 


Ban was still being taken in carefully prepared doses 
of about an hour a day: from say half-past four to a 
quarter to six. Anyone else would have found this much 
Bertha insupportable under any conditions: only Tarr 
had been used to such far greater doses that this was the 
minimum he considered necessary for a cure. 

He came to her daily with the dull regularity of an old 
gentleman at a german watering-place taking his spring- 
water at the regulation hour. But the cure was finishing : 
there were signs of a new robustness, hateful to her (equi- 
valent to a springy walk and a contented and sunny eye) 
that heralded departure. His clockwork visits, with their 
brutal regularity, did her as much harm as they did him 

ood. 

The news of Soltyk’s death, then Kreisler’s, affected the 
readily melodramatic side of her nature peculiarly. Death 
had made himself ‘de la partie.’ Kreisler had left her 
alone for a few days: this is what had occupied him. The 
sensational news made her own case, and her own tragic 
sensations, more real: they had received, in an indirect 
way, the authority of Death. Death—real living Death— 
was somewhere upon the scene: His presence was an- 
nounced, was felt. He had struck down somebody among 
them. 

In the meantime this disposed of Otto Kreisler for ever. 
Tarr, as well, appeared to feel that they were left in a téte- 
a-téte: a sort of chaperon had been lost in Otto. His 
official post as protector or passive ‘ obstacle ’ had been a 
definite status : if he stayed on now it would have to be as 
something else. The day of the arrival of the news of 
Kreisler’s end he talked of leaving for England. Bertha’s 
drawn face, longer silences, and above all her sharp darting 


glances, embarrassed him very much. 
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He did not go to England at once. In the week or two 
succeeding his meeting with Anastasya in the restaurant 
he saw her frequently. In this way a chaperon was found 
to take Kreisler’s place. Bertha was officially presented 
to her successor. When she learnt that Anastasya had 
definitely been chosen, her energy reformed: she braced 
herself for a substantial struggle. 


Chapter 2 


n August the tenth Tarr had an appointment with 

Anastasya at his studio in Montmartre. They had 
arranged to dine at a restaurant with a terrace upon the 
rue de l’Obelisk. It was their tenth meeting. Tarr had 
just come from his daily cure. He hurried back and found 
her lounging against the door, reading the newspaper. 

‘Ah there you are! Yow ’re late, Mr. Tarr.’ 

‘Have you been waiting long ?’ 

"No. Fr&ulein Lunken I suppose—.’ 

Yes. I couldn’t get away.’ 

‘Poor Bertha ! ’ 

Poor Bertha ! ’ 

He let her in. The backwardness of his senses was 
causing him some anxiety : his intellect now stepped in, 
determined to do their business for them. He put his arm 
round her waist and planting his lips firmly upon hers, began 
kissing. Meanwhile he slipped a hand sideways beneath 
her coat, and pressed still tighter an athletic, sinuous hulk 
against him. The various bulging and retreating contacts 
of her body brought monotonous german reminders and 
the senses obediently awoke. 

It was the first time he had kissed her: she showed no 
disinclination, but no return. Was Miss Vasek in the 
unfortunate position of an unawakened mass? He felt a 
twinge of anxiety. Had she not perhaps, though, so ration- 
alized her intimate possessions that there was no precocious 
fancy left ? Mature animal ardour must be set up per- 
haps : he had the sensation of embracing a tiger, who was 
not unsympathetic but rathcr surprised. Perhaps he had 
been too sudden or too slow—he had not the technique des 
fauves, des grands fauves: he ran his hand upwards along 
her body : all was statuesquely genuine. His hand took 
a more pensive course. She took his hand away. 

‘ We haven’t come to that yet ’ she said. 

* Haven’t we ?’ 

*I didn’t think we had.’ 

Smiling at each other, they separated. 


‘ Let us take your greatcoat off. You'll be hot in here.’ 
293 


294 TARR 


Her coat was all in florid redundancies of heavy cloth, 
like a Tintoretto mantle. Underneath she was wearing a 
very plain dark belted smock and skirt, like a working girl, 
which exaggerated the breadth and straightness of her 
shoulders. Not to sentimentalize it, she had open-work 
stockings on underneath, such as the genuine girl would have 
worn on her night-out, at two-and-eleven-three the pair. 

* You look very well’ Tarr said. 

* I put these on for you.’ 

Tarr had, while he was kissing her, recovered his sensual 
balance; his senses indeed had flared up in such a way 
that the reason had been offended and exercised some check 
at last. Hence a conflict : they were not going to have the 
credit—! 

He became shy : he was ashamed of his sudden interest, 
which had been so long in coming, and hid it instinctively 
from her. He was committed to the réle marked out by 
reason. 

‘I am very flattered’ Tarr said ‘ by your thoughtful- 
ness.’ 

* Tam on show Tarr.’ 

He sat smoking, his eyes upon the floor lest his sudden 
cupidity should be too apparent. 

‘Do you think we shall always be the audience ? ’ 

* Whatever do you mean by that—who are your we ?’ 

‘I meant the remark about “on show,” menfolk of 
course being the audience.’ 

‘I see what you mean: I should think the spectators’ 
role was the one to be preferred but I can quite imagine the 
audience breaking up and the roles being reversed. Mean- 
time I ’m the puppet.’ 

Fixing upon him a diabolical smile, set in a precocious 
frill of double chin and punctuated with prominent dimples 
she lay back in the chair. A most respectable bulk of hip 
occupied the space between the two arms of the chair, not 
enough completely to satisfy a Dago, but too much to 
please a dandy of the West. Tarr furtively noted this 
opulence and compared it with Bertha’s. He confessed 
that it outdid his fiancée’s. 

* Yes I am even a peep-show for all peeping Toms and 
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Dicks—you know when the Principal Boy turns round, you 
know the supreme moment of Pantomime ? ’ 

‘When she is stern-on ? ° 

* Well I’m like that too when I’m going away and not 
facing the audience, and tell me how you would like to be a 
show-girl anyway Tarr? You shake your head—a little 
girlishly—all the same I can see you ’re not the show-girl 
sort, but why shouldI? I have got these things here’ she 
laid a hand upon the nearest breast to it ‘as a stark 
high-brow I ask you, can you respect such objects upon 
a person, right on top of a person ?’ 

‘I don’t mind them. I think they are nice.’ 

* Not as a high-brow, it ’s imposs ; they class me, J am 
one of the Bertha-birds, all the small boobies know what 
I’m made for when I run to catch a bus. ‘“ Look at that 
milch-cow short of wind—here ! wait till I catch you bend- 
ing!” It’s beastly.’ 

‘What ’s it matter what they say? They are street- 
arabs merely.’ 

‘They roam the gutters but they have eyes in their 
heads.’ 

‘T am all for a breast or two.’ 

‘No, you are laughing at me too—you are being a small 
boobie.’ 

‘No’ Tarr quavered: then he added at once: ‘I am 
hallucinated.’ 

‘That ’s what it is, you have hit the nail on the head, 
once I was like you and liked this—I might even learn to 
love it again ’ she muttered, casting her eyes into a distant 
recess. 

‘The Man dreams but what the Boy believed.’ 

‘The Man dreams—what is that ? What the Child be- 
lieves to be real with his eyes open, the Man can only believe 
in—in his sleep and then not quite—I know, there was a 
time when I was a child of nature who took myself for 
granted from top to toe, I was mad then.’ 

‘You make me mad now, in a way. Yes’ he touched 
himself with the tips of his fingers: ‘I am mad, that ’s 
correct : just a touch of passion and off you go again—you 
are a mad believer once more for the moment! ’ 
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* Have you just a touch of passion ? ’ 

‘Just a touch.’ He grinned passionately. ‘Something 
is real.’ 

She sighed, and licked her lips. 

* Aside from that’ she said, and lifted up her breast a 
little way in the palm of her proud hand, ‘ what would you 
do under the circumstances Tarr—it ’s a handicap, there ’s 
no blinking the fact.’ 

‘I should do nothing.’ 

* And there is nothing to do—rien a farre / it’s all part 
of the beastly shop-window—I have to stick frills around 
them even, just as pork-merchants in their shop-fronts 
decorate the carcasses of their sucking-pigs.’ 

Tarr laughed as he pictured to himself the lattice-work 
of the silk receptacle, and as she threatened deliberately to 
pout, remarked : 

‘ It is part of the reality is lady’s underwear—what the 
child believes and the adult only dreams, though they both 
see it—when visited with a little passion which goes a long 
way I can believe and become quite genuinely mad, but 
I am with you if you object to those ravings which would 
then issue from my mouth being given out as reason, or 
even as beauty. It’s not Beauty. It is Belief, if you 
like.’ 

* Of course it ’s not—we agree in the most marvellous 
way Tarr. These things, all things that are stamped 
feminine gender, is not a thing that bears cold print, unless 
it is to be read by madmen.’ 

‘ Of course not.’ 

* But as you say a little passion goes a long way and I 
can go anywhere and pass myself off as a most lovely 
creature. It’s a fact.’ 

* Can you do that ?’ 

‘Why yes—I ’ll pass myself off on you if you ’re not 
careful.’ 

‘Je ne demande pas mieux!’ Tarr said indifferently, 
peering over at her as if through a gathering mist. 

‘I’m still here’ she answered. ‘ What are we going to 
do about it ?’ 

* Tt 's—it ’s not the thing stself—.’ 
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‘Why no. But it is no use, no woman should be in- 
telligent, it ’s no use.’ 

But Tarr rejoined, with mock-indignation : 

‘ Nor he-men for the matter of that, it ’s six one and half 
a dozen the other—have you ever considered what a man 
has to carry about with him too ?’ 

* What.’ 

‘It ’s just the same, I am a man, I trim my moustaches 
for instance as though this hole here were the better for a 
black frill of hair—is it ?—it ’s as bad as your sacro-sanct 
dugs, my kisser ’s no better !’ 

*I don’t think so: men have never sat down and be- 
come lace-makers to embellish their strange hairy beauties 
like us women. Their little pigs stay at home.’ 

‘I think they are just as bad. They are terrible.’ 

*Oh no.’ 

Tarr decided to marry Anastasya after they had finished 
talking, for the sake of her little pigs, that went to market 
so beautifully. 

* I think Tarr I know your opinion of women with in- 
tellects-—how right you are, how right you are!’ 

‘Not at all!’ 

‘No, you are, I agree with you all along the line: it 
must madden you to hear me talking about this in such a 
matter-of-fact way—have I disgusted you, I expect so? 
Some things should be sacro-sanct ! ’ 

She crossed her legs. The cold grape-bloom mauve silk 
stockings ended in a dark slash each against her two snowy 
stallion thighs which they bisected, visible, one above the 
other, in naked expanses of tempting undercut, issuing 
from a dead-white foam of central lace worthy of the Can- 
Can exhibitionists of the tourist resorts of Paris-by-night. 

Tarr grinned with brisk appreciation of the big full- 
fledged baby’s coquetry pointing the swinish moral under 
the rose and mock-modestly belowstairs, and he blinked 
and blinked as if partly dazzled, his mohammedan eye did 
not refuse the conventional bait ; his butcher-sensibility 
pressed his fancy into professional details, appraising this 
milky ox soon to be shambled in his slaughter-box, or upon 
his high divan. 
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*Sacro-sanct ’ she repeated heavily, letting fall upon 
him a slow and sultry eye, not without a Bovril-bathos in 
its human depths—like all conversational cattle, it hinted ! 
Expelling its wistfulness, it looked him squarely in the 
whites, and she said passionately : 

‘It ’s usual and we should do as the Romans do—not 
that these are Romans !—we should observe a decent 
emotionality about these coarse mysteries—worship and 
appetite are one !—who said you could dispense with the 
veil ?—it is impossible, try it !—there should be a blush of 
animal shame upon the joint of mutton—.’ 

* You will break my heart !’ 

She pursued impetuously— 

‘I don’t need you to tell me—there should be no trifling 
with the objects of sexual appetite—they are sacro-sanct I 
have agreed, under the fanatical frown of the mosaic code 
—we are not pagans—you need not say it, I am already 
reminded ! ’ 

She recrossed the two massive dangling serpents of her 
legs—up above their thick white necks flashing as she 
changed them—up under her fore and aft serge apron. 

* We intellectuals ’ she insisted ‘ talk far too much about 
things that simply will not bear talking of and looking into 
—a high-brow girl such as me must be sexually (oh that ’s 
very very american) an abomination: I am convinced 
that with me a man would become impotent within a 
month at the outside, I mean it.’ 

Sitting crouched like a stage Whittington cat upon his 
chair, with eyes devoutly riveted upon the exhibits of the 
demonstration as though he expected a Brocken ghost- 
mouse to hop out and were sitting at the cock to pounce 
when it did, Tarr grinned painfully, without removing his 
eyes from the neighbourhood of the supposed exit. 

‘A man’s leg in Ladies’ Hose is just as nice as a woman’s 
leg ’ she remarked. 

Tarr did not let go, unblinking he made haste to answer, 
motionless : 

‘ Or just as dull, as you would have it ; both are—outside 
the imagination that is—.’ 

The intensity of his painful stare deepened and his face 
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flushed. She uncrossed her legs and brought them to 
attention, pushing her skirt down enquiringly. 

* Outside the tmagination—what is that ? What do you 
consider the imagination is ? ’ 

Tarr flung himself back in his chair, took a cigarette 
from a yellow packet at his side, and lighted it with anxious 
fixity, the fixed look transferred from the mightier cylin- 
ders of meat to it, puny nothing of smoke. 

* In the case of the sucking-pig ’ said Tarr, magisterially, 
flinging his flushed face up for air towards the ceiling ‘ it is 
the tongue. The thing seen is merely disgusting to the 
eye, but it is delightful to the tongue : therefore the eye 
passes beneath the spell of the palate, and it is not an 
image but a taste—much more abstract, in consequence— 
that it sees—if one can say that it sees. The body of the 
sucking-pig is blotted out.’ 

Anastasya sniffed. 

*I think you forget that it is my breast from which we 
started this rambling argument. Also I would take leave 
to observe that it is not so easy to blot out a food-unit as 
you appear to think.’ 

* You sound like the Duchess in Alice.’ 

‘Who on earth may that be—the Duchess of What ” ’ 

‘ Of Alice.’ 

‘Qh. I was saying, it is by no means so easy—.’ 

‘I’m with you, I’m with you, you lovely contraption ! 
But nevertheless it is time I were gone ! ’ 

* He bursts into song |’ 

Tarr sprang up in his chair and delivered himself rather 
breathlessly as follows : 

‘ Listen to my explanation, I would give all the world 
from the Baltic to the Rhine—vis an den Rin—Geliebte— 
darling—pig-girl ! to embrace a sucking-pig if it possessed 
all the other attributes, of body and the rest, of the person 
I am now addressing, but I meant only that everything 
we see—you understand, this universe of distinct images— 
must be reinterpreted to tally with all the senses and 
beyond that with our minds : so that was my meaning, the 
eye alone sees nothing at all but conventional phantoms.’ 

Anastasya laughed shrilly and stretched up her arms 
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above her head, looking down at the expansion of her 
breasts as she extended her torso to its limit. 

‘So long as we understand each other—that is every- 
thing !’ 

He stood up. 

“I am hungry, let us go and discuss these matters over 
a rump steak ’ she said rising after him, shivering a little. 
* How damp this place is! I am cold.’ 

He crossed the room to where his hat and coat were 


ying. 

‘What does the good Bertha say to your new work- 
shop ? Now there ’s a real woman for you! There ’s no 
mistake about her !’ 

* Yes good old Bertha ’s the right stuff: she’s prime! ’ 

* My dear, she must be the world’s premier sucking-pig ! ’ 

* The ne plus ultra ! ’ 

‘The Ding an sich!’ in the driest and most prolonged 
american she sang and they turned laughing unkindly at 
a certain homely womanly form towards the burnished 
door of the new workshop, passing the easel upon which 
the greek athlete, attacked with religion, disintegrated 
before the eyes of a watching harpie. 

As they descended the Boulevard Rochechouart Tarr 
steppedwith an unmistakable male straddle: no bourgeoise 
this time ! thought he to himself, but the perfect article ! 
It rolled and swept beside him and more and more of its 
swagger got into his own gait until he was compelled to 
calla halt : he halted ‘ the face that launched a thousand 
ships ’—a thousand transports crowded in her carriage and 
the impetuous rush of her advance—before a Charcuterie. 

* Delicatessen !’ he hissed significantly in her ear. In 
a protracted reverie they both directed their gaze upon a 
Frankfort sausage. They passed on, Tarr toning himself 
down as best he could but rehearsing to himself her 
perfections—No Grail-lady or any phantom of the celtic 
mind but perfect meat, horse-sense, accent of Minnesota, 
music of the Steppes, german Weltwetsheit, Wesengef uhl 
and what-not—a prodigious mate ! 

They entered an expensive trippers’ restaurant and 
devoured the Menu with hungry eyes from top to bottom 
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in an immediate scamper. They ordered oysters: they 
would be his first, he had never before dared to eat an 
oyster, because it was alive. 

When he told her that it was his first oyster she was 
exultant. 

‘You perfect savage—your palate is as conservative as 
an ox’s. Kiss me Tarr—you have never done that either 
properly.’ 

The use of his gentile name was a tremendous caress. 
She presented her salt wet eating lips, he kissed them pro 
perly with solemnity, adjusting his glasses afterwards. 

‘Why have you never eaten oysters ? ’ 

‘The fact that they were alive has so far deterred me 
but I now see that I was wrong.’ 

* You are afraid of everything that is alive !’ she assured 
him with a portentous nod. 

‘Until I find that it is really not to be feared on that 
score I believe that is true.’ 

‘You have a marked prejudice in favour of what is dead?’ 

* But all human food is killed first and is dead—all 
except oysters ’ he objected. 

‘You have a down on life—it ’s no good !’ 

‘I am an artist.’ 

‘Yes I’ve heard that before!’ she blustered gaily with 
a german conviviality that made him feel more than ever 
athome. ‘ But the artist has to hunt and kill his material 
so to speak just as primitive man had to do his own 
trapping butchering and cooking—it will not do to be 
squeamish if you are to become a great artist, Mister 
Tarr !’ 

Tarr looked the great artist every inch as he haughtily 
replied : 

‘Nevertheless there stands the fact that life is art’s 
rival in all particulars. They are de puntos for ever and 
ever, you will see, if you observe closely.’ 

‘ That I do not see.’ 

‘No because you mix them up in your own practice.’ 

‘The woman, I suppose ? ’ 

Tarr gave her a hard dogmatic look and then asserted 
roundly, and probably finally ; 
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‘As such, and with such resources, you are the areh- 
enemy of any picture.’ 

Anastasya looked pleased, and looked a picture. 

‘Yes I see how I might be that. But let us have a 
definition here and there. What is art ?—it sounds like 
Pompous Pilate ! ’ 

‘ Life with all the humbug of living taken out of it: 
will that do ? ’ 

‘Very well: but what is life ?’ 

‘Everything that is not yet purified so that it is 
art.’ 

‘Very well: Death is the one attribute that is peculiar 
to life.’ 

‘ And to art as well.’ 

* Ah but it is impossible to imagine it in connection with 
art—that is if you understand art—that is the test for your 
understanding. Death is the motif of all reality: the 
purest thought is ignorant of that motif.’ 

‘I ask you as a favour to define art for me, you have 
not. A picture is art if I am not mistaken, but a living 
person is life. We sitting here are life, if we were talking 
on a stage we should be art.’ 

‘ A picture, and also the actors on a stage, are pure life. 
Art is merely what the picture and the stage-scene repre- 
sent, and what we now, or any living person as such, only, 
does not: that is why you could say that the true statue 
can be smashed, and yet not die.’ 

* Still,’ 

* This is the essential point to grasp: Death is the thing 
that differentiates art and life. Art is identical with the 
idea of permanence. Art is a continuity and not an 
individual spasm : but life is the idea of the person.’ 

Both their faces lost some of their colour, hers her white, 
his the strong, almost the ‘high,’ yellow. They flung them- 
selves upon each other socratically, stowing away course 
after course. 

‘You say that the actors upon the stage are pure life, 
yet they represent something that we do not. But “all 
the world ’s a stage,” isn’t it ?’ 
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* It was an actor that said that. Isay it’s all an atelier 
—* all the world ’s a workshop ” I should say. Consider 
the content of what we call art. A statue is art. Itisa 
dead thing, a lump of stone or wood. Its lines and propor- 
tions are its soul. Anything living, quick and changing is 
bad art always; naked men and women are the worst art 
of all, because there are fewer semi-dead things about them. 
The shell of the tortoise, the plumage of a bird, makes these 
animals approach nearer to art. Soft, quivering and quick 
flesh is as far from art as it 1s possible for an object to be.’ 

* Art is merely the dead, then ? ’ 

‘No, but deadness 1s the first condition of art. The 
armoured hide of the hippopotamus, the shell of the tor- 
toise, feathers and machinery, you may put in one camp ; 
naked pulsing and moving of the soft inside of life—along 
with elasticity of movement and consciousness—that goes 
in the opposite camp. Deadness is the first condition for 
art: the second is absence of soul, in the human and senti- 
mental sense. With the statue its lines and masses are its 
soul, no restless inflammable ego is imagined for its in- 
terior: it has no inside: good art must have no inside : 
that is capital.’ 

‘Then why should human beings be chiefly represented 
in art ?’ 

* Because it 1s human beings that commission and buy 
the art.’ 

A mixed grill Montebello and two Poulets grain had dis- 
appeared ; a Soufflé Rothschild was appearing through the 
hatchway of the lift and a corbeille of fruit, comprising figs, 
peaches, nectarines and oranges, was held in readiness, a 
prominent still-life, upon a dresser. Anastasya now 
stretched herself, clasping her hands in her lap. She 
smiled at Tarr. She had been driving hard inscrutable 
Art deeper and deeper into herself: she now drew it out 
and showed it to Tarr. 

* Art is all you say—have it your way : also something 
else : we will stick a little flag up and come back another 
day. I wish intensely to hear about life.’ 

Tarr was staring. suspended, with a defunct smile, 
cut in half, at the still life. He turned his head slowly, 
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with his mutilated smile, his glasses pitched forward 
somewhat. 

He looked at her for some time in a steady, depressed 
way : his eye was grateful not to have to be gibing. Kind- 
ness—bestial kindness—would be an out-of-work thank 
God in this neighbourhood. The upper part of her head 
was massive and intelligent, the middle of her body was 
massive and exciting, there was no animalism-out-of-place 
in the shape of a weight of jaw—all the weight was in the 
head and hips. His steadfast ideas of the flower sur- 
rounded by dung were certainly challenged: but he 
brooded not yet convinced. Irritants were useful—he 
reached back doubtfully towards his bourgeoise : he was 
revolted as he recalled that mess, with this clean and solid 
object beneath his eyes, but he remained pensive. He 
preferred a cabin to a palace, and thought that a villa was 
better for him than either. The second bottle of cham- 
pagne was finished ; its legendary sparkle damped his spirits. 

‘What did you make of Kreisler’s proceedings? He 
was a queer fish!’ she asked. 

* Most.’ 

* Do you suppose he and Bertha got on very well ? ’ 

* Was Bertha his mistress’? I can’t say. That is not 
very interesting is it ?’ 

* Not Bertha, of course, but Kreisler had his points.’ 

‘You ’re very hard on Bertha.’ 

She put her tongue out at him as much as a small almond, 
and wrinkled up her nose. 

‘ What were Kreisler’s relations with you by the way ? ’ 
he enquired. 

‘My relations with Kreisler consisted in a half-hour’s 
conversation with him in a restaurant, no more: I spoke 
to him several times after that but only for a few minutes. 
He was very excited the last time we met. I havea theory 
that his duel was due to unrequited passion forme. Your 
Bertha, on the other hand, has a theory that it was due to 
unrequited passion for her. JI merely wondered if you had 
any information that might confirm her case or mine.’ 

‘No, I know nothing about it. I hold, myself, a quite 
different theory.’ 
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‘What is that ? That he was in love wh you ?’ 

‘My theory has not the charming «mplicity of your 
theory or Bertha’s. I don’t believe that he was in love 
with anybody, I think that it wa» however a sex-tumult 
of sorts—.’ 

* What is that ?’ 

‘This is my theory. T oelieve that all the fuss he made 
was an attempt to get vut of Art back into Life again. He 
was like a fish floundering about who had got into the 
wrong tank. Zack into sex I think would describe where 
he wanted to get to: he was doing his best to get back into 
sex again out of a little puddle of art whcre he felt he was 
gradually expiring. He was an art-student without any 
talent you see, so the poor devil was leading a slovenly 
meaningless existence like thousands of others in the same 
case. He was very hard up, also. The sex-instinct of the 
average scnsual man had become perverted into a false 
channel. Put it the other way round and say his art- 
instinct had been rooted out of sex, where it was useful, 
and naturally flourished, and had been exalted into a de- 
partment by itself, where it bungled. The nearest the 
general run get to art is Action: sex is their form of art: 
the battle for existence is their picture. The moment they 
think or dream they develop an immense weight of cheap 
stagnating passion. Art, in the hands of the second-rate, 
is a curse, it is on a par with “ freedom ”—but we are not 
allowed to say second-rate are we’ he grinned ‘in the 
midst of a democracy ! particularly such a “ cultivated ” 
one as this! But if you are forbidden to say second- 
rate, why then you must leave behind you all good sense 
—nothing can be discussed at all if you can’t say second- 
rate |” 

The drunkenness of Tarr had passed through the first 
despondent silence, and as his intelligence grew less firm in 
battle with the Roederer he began to bluster in a sheepish 
sing-song interlarding his spasms of argument with dumb 


~ *Nobody’s claim is individual—tssit /’ he hiccuped at 
his vis-a-vis, who now did nothing but eat. She shook her 
head, her mouth full. 
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‘ Nobody’s'_an important type or original—as a pat- 
tern, that is the <anction of the first-ranker, am I right ? 
The Many they art the eccentric—what do they matter ? 
am I mght or not ?—trey are “ the individuals,” yes. In- 
dividuals! Well! Pros+ Anastasya, let us drink to their 
confusion! To hell with €tsnomy, in any shape or form, 
to hell with it! Long live Wave! Hoch!’ 

*T°ll drink to that!’ she excleamed raising her glass. 
‘Here ’s to Waste. Hoch! Waste}? 

‘Of course! Curse curse the principle of Humanity, 
curse that principle! Mute inglorious Mitons are not 
mute for God in Heaven—they have the Silence !’ 

‘Ah. The Silence, that’s what they must have— 
Heaven 1s silent! How did you guess that ? ’ 

* Bless Waste—Heaven bless Waste! Hoch Waste!’ 

* Hoch !’ 

* Here ’s to Waste!’ Tarr announced loudly to the two 
waiters in front of the table. ‘ Waste, waste ; fling out into 
the streets : accept fools, compromise yourselves with the 
poor in spirit, 1t will all come in handy! Live hke the hons 
in the forests, with fleas on your back. Above all, down 
with the Efficient Chimpanzee ! ’ 

Anastasya’s eyes were bloodshot, Tarr patted her on 
the back. 

* There are no lions in the forests !’ she hiccuped, aim- 
ing blows at her chest. ‘ You ’re pulling my leg.’ 

They had finished the fruit and were sitting before coffee 
filters while the sommelzer hunted for vodka. Tarr had grown 
extremely expansive in every way : he began slapping her 
thighs to emphasize his points, as Diderot was in the habit 
of doing with the Princesse de Cléves. After that he began 
kissing her when he had made a successful remark, to cele- 
brate it. Their third bottle of wine had put art to flight; 
he lay back in his chair in prolonged bursts of laughter. 
She, in german fashion, clapped her hand over his mouth. 
He seized it with his teeth and made pale shell shapes 1n its 
brown fat. 

In a Café opposite the restaurant, where they next went, 
they had more vodka. They caressed each other’s hands 
now continually and even allowed themselves more 1n- 
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timate caresses: indifferent to the supercilious and bitter 
natives they became lost in lengthy kisses ¢heir arms round 
each other’s necks. 

In a little cave of intoxicated affection, a conversation 
took place. 

*“ Have you darling often ? ° 

‘What ’s that you sayy dear?’ she asked with eager 
sleepy seriousness. he ‘dear ’ reminded his dim spirit of 
accostings in the night-streets. 

‘ Have you often, I mean are you a grande amoureuse— 
on the grand scale ? ’ 

‘Why do you ask ? are you curious ? ’ 

‘Only out of sympathy, only out of sympathy !’ 

‘I mustn’t tell you, you ’d despise me terribly.’ 

‘I promise not to!’ 

‘I know I shall regret it !’ 

* Never.’ 

‘ T shall, all men are the same.’ 

‘Make an exception with me!’ 

‘Oh I mustn’t !’ 

*Mustn’t you ?’ 

* Well I'll tell you !’ 

‘Darling! Don’t if it hurts you !’ 

‘Not at all. Well then—I know you ‘ll hate me—well 
then, only one old Russian—oh yes and a Japanese, but 
that was a mistake.’ 

* Have you only, with one old Russian ? ’ 

‘ I knew you ’d despise me, I should not have told you ! 

‘Only one old Russian ! ’ 

* There was the Japanese—but he was a mistake.’ 

‘Of what nature? Are you quite sure ?’ 

‘Alas yes! He betrayed me upon the links in New 
England.’ 

‘The cad !’ 

‘He was a caddie—but he apologized, he was most polite: 
he assured me it was an accident and I believe it was an 
accident.’ 

‘But how grim—I should have thought the colour 
line—.’ 

‘ He explained how it was a complete misunderstanding. 
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His politenes: left nothing to be desired, he was a perfect 
gentleman ! ’ 

‘Oh I am so glad!’ 

‘You despise me nuw ?’ 

‘No women pals ? ’ 

‘ Nothing nothing nothing! I have told you except one 
old Russian ! ’ 

She began sobbing upon his shoulder, her face covered 
with a lace handkerchief. He kissed her through the 
handkerchief and struck her gently upon the back. 

* Never mind’ he muttered ‘it’s all over now, It’s all 
over now!’ 

She put her mouth up to be kissed exclaiming brokenly : 

‘Say you don’t despise me too terribly Tarr! I want 
you so much! I really do want you—so much, so much ! 
You will make up for everything ! ’ 

A frown had gathered upon his flushed forehead. 

‘ShallI? Why should I? I’m not going to be made 
a convenience of ! ’ 

‘I want you, I really do, enormously, I know you don’t 
believe me! I feel most terribly, oh! back-to-nature-like 
—do please believe me ! ’ 

He thrust her rather brutally away on to her chair and 
himself lurched in the opposite direction, eyeing her 
askance. 

‘Why should I? I don’t see that! One paltry— 
one—! ’ 

* Tell me what you want !’ 

‘IT wanta woman. What I want is a woman, you under- 
stand, I want a woman badly, that’s all!’ 

* But I am one!’ 

‘I agree, of sorts—very much of sorts !’ 

She whispered in his ear, hanging upon his neck. 

‘No no!’ he answered : ‘all that may be true but—.’ 

* It is.’ 

He sat frowning intently at the table. 

‘Don’t be quarrelsome Tarr ! ’ 

For a moment she considered him then she pushed her 
glass away, lay back and remarked with rapid truculence. 

‘It’s all right when you ‘re talking about art but at 
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present you are engaged in the preliminaries to love with a 
woman.’ 

‘So you say.’ 

‘This is something that can die! Ha! Ha! we’re 
a life my Tarr: we represent <bsolutely nothing thank 

d!’ 

‘I realize I’m in life, but {don’t like being reminded of 
it in that way. It makes me feel as though I were in a 
“ mauvais lieu.” ’ 

‘My confession has been unavailing I observe.’ 

* To cut a long story short, you disgust me !’ 

‘Give me a kiss you efficient chimpanzee.’ 

Tarr scowled at her but did not alter the half embrace 
in which they sat. 

‘You won’t give mea kiss? Silly old inefficient chim- 
panzee ! ’ 

She sat back in her chair, and head down, looked through 
her eyelashes at him with arch menace. 

‘Garcon! garcon !’ she called. 

‘Mademoiselle ?’ the waitcr said, approaching slowly, 
with dignified scepticism. 

‘This gentleman, waiter, wants to be a lion with fleas 
on his back—at least so he says! At the samc time he 
wants a woman if we are to believe him. I don’t know if 
he expects the woman to catch his fleas or not, I haven’t 
asked him: but he’s a funny looking bird isn’t he ?’ 

The waiter withdrew with hauteur. 

* What ’s the meaning of your latest tack you great he- 
man of a german art-tart ?’ 

‘What am I?’ 

‘I called you german pastry on the large side, with the 
icing laid on with a shovel.’ 

‘Oh, tart is it—?’ 

‘ Quite well made, well puffed out, with a great line of 
talk—.’ 
‘ And what, good God, shall we call the cow-faced speci- 
men you spend the greater part of your days with—? ’ 

‘She, too, is german pastry, more homely than you 
though—.’ 

‘Homely ’s the word !’ 
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* But not quite so fly-blown and not above all, at least, 
pretentious—yes pre-ten—.’ 

‘I see, and takes you more seriously than other people 
would be likely to: that ’s what all your “‘ quatsch” about 
“woman ” means. I guess you know that ?’ 

She had recovered from the effect of the drinks. Sit- 
ting up stiffly she examined him as he spoke. 

‘I know you are a famous whore who becomes rather 
acid in her cups !—when you showed me your legs this 
evening I suppose I was meant—.’ 

*Assez! Assez!!’ She struck the table with her fist 
and flashed her eyes picturesquely over him. 

‘ Let ’s get to business.’ He put his hat on and leant 
towards her. ‘It’s getting late. Twenty-five francs, I’m 
afraid, is all I can manage, you ’ve cleaned me out with the 
meal.’ 

‘Twenty-five francs for what? with you—it would be 
robbery! Twenty-five francs to be your audience while 
you drivel about art ? Keep your money and buy Bertha 
an—efficient chimpanzee—she will need it poor bitch if she 
marries you ! ’ 

Her mouth uncuried, a thin red line, her eyes glaring 
and her hands in her overcoat pockets she walked out of 
the door of the Cafe. 

Tarr ordered another drink. 

‘It’s like a moral tale told on behalf of Bertha’ he 
pondered. That was the temper of Paradise ! 

Much sobered, he sat in a grim sulk at the thought of the 
good time he had lost. For half an hour he plotted his 
revenge and satisfaction together. With a certain buffoon- 
ish lightness he went back to his studio with smug, thick 
secretive pleasure settling down upon his body’s exquisite 
reproaches and burning retaliations. 


Chapter 3 


6 ler went slowly up the stairs feeling for his key. He 
arrived at the door without having found it. The 
door was ajar: at first this seemed quite natural to him 
and he continued the search for the key. Then suddenly 
he dropped that occupation, pushed the door open and 
entered his studio. The moonlight came heavily through 
the windows : in a part of the room where it did not strike 
he became aware of an apparition of solid white. It was 
solid white flowed round by a dark cloud: it crossed into the 
moonlight and faced him, its hands placed like a modest 
statue’s: the hair reached below the waist, and flowed to 
the right from the head. This tall nudity began laughing 
with a harsh sound like stone Jaughing. 

‘ Close that door!’ it shouted, ‘there ’sadraught. You 
took a long time to consider my words. I ’ve been waiting 
chilled to the bone my dear. Forgive me, Tarr, my words 
belied me, the acidulated demi-mondaine was a trick. It 
occupied your mind—you didn’t notice me take your key !’ 

Tarr’s vanity was soothed: the key. which could only 
have been taken in the Café, justified the harsh dialogue. 

She stood before him now with her arms up, hands 
joined behind her head : this impulse to be naked and un- 
ashamed had the cultural hygienic touch so familiar to 
him: the dark ash of the hair was the same colour as 
Bertha’s only it was darker and coarser, Bertha’s being 
fine. Anastasya’s white face, therefore, had the appearance 
almost of a mask. 

* Will you engage me as your model sir? Je fais de la 
réclame pour les Grecs ! ’ 

‘You are very ionian—hardly greek. But I don’t re- 
quire a model thank you, I never use nude models for my 
pictures.’ 

‘Well I must dress again, I suppose.’ She turned to- 
wards a chair where her clothes were piled. But Tarr 
shouted ‘ I accept, I accept!’ a simultaneous revolt of all 
his tantalized senses shouted its veto upon further acts of 
that sort. He seized her from behind and heaving her up 
from the ground, kissing her in the mass, as it were, carried 
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his mighty, luminous burden through the door at the back 
of the studio leading to his bedroom. 


* 

‘Tarr be my love! we ’ll be the doviest couple on the 
erdball honey!’ Next morning, the sunlight having taken 
the place of the moonlight, but striking on the opposite 
side of the house, they lay in muscular masses side by side, 
smoking and drinking coffee. 

* You ‘Il never hear the horrid word marriage from me— 
I want to rescue you from your Bertha habits. We ’re 
very well together, aren’t we? I’m not doing Bertha a 
bad turn, either.’ 

* How do you make that out ?’ 

‘Why when that sort of cattle mix themselves with the 
likes of us, it’s at their peril! They suffer for their 
effrontery.’ 

Anastasya rolled up against him with the movement of 
a seal. 

‘Thank you Tarr for being so nice to me just now. It 
was perfect.’ 

Tarr drove the smoke away from his face and wiped his 
eye. 

‘You are my efficient chimpanzee then for keeps ? ’ 

“No I’m the new animal; we haven’t thought up a 
name for him yet—the thing that will succeed the Super- 
man.’ 


Chapter 4 


& hese crawled towards Bertha that day upon the back 
of a St. Germain omnibus: as he crawled his mind lazily 
wandered in the new scene to whose first landmarks he had 
now grown accustomed. He also turned back into the old 
with a fresh eye. He really had never meant to leave 
Bertha at all, he saw: he had not meant to leave her 
altogether. He had just been playing. A Jong debt had 
accumulated, it had been deliberately increased by him 
because he knew he would not repudiate it. 

To-day he must break the news to Bertha that he could 
no longer regard himself as responsible. The debt was not 
to be repudiated but he must tell her that he only had him- 
self to pay with, and that his person had been seized and 
was held by somebody else. 

He passed through her iron gateway with a final stealth, 
although making his shoes sound loudly upon the gravel. 
It was like entering a vault. The trees looked like weeds, 
the meaning or taste of everything, of course, had died : 
the concierge looked like a new one. He had bought a 
flower for his button-hole: he kept smelling it as he ap- 
proached the house. 

During the last week or more he had got in the habit of 
writing his letters at Bertha’s, to fill up the time. Occa- 
sionally he would do a drawing of her (a thing he had never 
done formerly) to vary the monotony. This time there 
would be no letter-writing : this visit would be more like 
the old ones. 

‘Come in Sorbett’ she said, as she opened the door. The 
formality of the terms upon which they at present met 
must not be overlooked : prerogatives of past times were 
proudly rejected. The same depressed atmosphere as the 
day before, and the days preceding that, penetrated his 
consciousness. She appeared stale, in some way she was 
deteriorated and shabby, her worth in the market as in his 
eyes had dwindled, she was extremely pitiable. Her “ re- 
serve’ (a natural result of the new equivocal circumstances) 
removed her to a distance, as it seemed ; it also shut her up 
inside herself, in an unhealthy dreary and faded atmo- 
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pee she who was naturally so over-expansive. She was 
shut up with a mass of reserves and secrets, new and old. 
One was a corpse, as Kreisler was one of her secrets. 
Mournfully reproachful, she mounted guard over her store 
of bric-a-brac that had gone out of fashion and was getting 
musty in a neglected shop: such was her manner, such 
were her sensations. 

Greeted with Jong mournful glances, he felt she had 
thought out what she should say ; this interview meant a 
great deal to her. The abject little room seemed to be 
thrust forward to awaken his memories and ask for pity. 
An intense atmosphere of teutonic suicide permeated every - 
thing: he could not move an eyelid or a muscle without 
wounding or slighting something: it was like being in a 
dark kitchen at night, where you know at every step you 
will put your foot upon a beetle—there was indeed a still 
closer analogy to this in the disgust he felt for these too 
naked and familiar things upon which he was treading. 
He scowled at Beethoven, who scowled back at him like a 
reflection in a mirror: it was the fate of both of them to 
haunt this room. The Mona Lisa was there and the 
breton sabots and jars. She might have a change of 
scenery sometimes !—he had the feeling that these tiresome 
things had been deliberately left in the same place to 
reproduce a former mood in him. His photograph was 
prominent on her writing-table: she seemed to say (with 
a sort of sickly idiocy) ‘ You see, he is faithful to me ! ’ 

She preceded him to her sitting-room : as he looked at 
her back he thought of her as taking a set number of paces, 
then turning round abruptly, confronting him. From a 
typical and similar enervation of the will to that which 
was at the bottom of his troubles, he could hardly stop 
himself from putting his arm round her waist while they 
stood for a moment close to each other: he did not wish 
to do this in response to any renewed desire, but merely 
because it was the one thing he must not do. To throw 
himself into the abyss of perplexity he had just escaped 
from was an almost irresistible temptation: the dykes 
set up were perpetually threatened by his neurasthenia in 
this fashion. He kept his hands in his pockets. 
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When they had reached the room, she turned round, as 
he had half imagined, and caught hold of his hands. 

*Sorbert ! Sorbert !’ 

The words were said separately, each emphatic, each 
significant. The second was a repetition only of the first. 
She seemed calling him by his name to conjure back 
his self again. Her face was a strained and energetic 
mask. 

* What is it Bertha ?’ 

‘I don’t know ! ’ 

She dropped his hands, drooped her head to the right, 
and turned away. 

She sat down. He sat down opposite her, his hat still 
on his head. 

‘ Anything new ?’ he asked. 

‘Anything new? Yes!’ She gazed fierily at him, 
with an insistent meaning. 

He concluded this was just the usual, with nothing more 
behind it than what was always there. 

‘Well. I have something new as well!’ 

‘ Have you Sorbett ? ’ 

‘To begin with how have my visits struck you lately ? 
How did you explain them ?’ 

‘Qh, I did not: why bother about an explanation ? 
Why do you ask ? ’ 

‘I thought I might as well clear that up.’ 

‘Well ?’ 

* My explanation to myself was this: I did not want to 
leave you brusquely and I thought a blurred interlude of 
this sort would do no harm to either of us. Our loves 
could die in each other’s arms so to speak—a comfort to 
both.’ 

She stared with incredulous fixity at the floor : her spirit 
seemed arched over like a swan, and to be gazing down 
hypnotically. 

‘That was what I said to myself. The real reason was 
simply that being very fond of you, I could not make up 
my mind to give you up. I claim that my visits were not 
frivolous.’ 

‘Well?’ 
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*I would have married you, if you had considered that 
advisable.’ 

‘Yes? And—?’ 

* The rest I find it rather difficult to say.’ 

* What is difficult ? ” 

* Well, I still like you very much. Yesterday I met a 
woman, we got on well, [have just left her. Ilove her too. 
I can’t help that. What must I do?’ 

Bertha turned a slightly stormier white. 

‘Who is she ?’ 

‘You know her. She is Anastasya Vasek.’ 

The news struck through something else, and, inside, her 
ego shrank to an almost wizened being. It seemed glad 
of the protection the cocoon, the ‘something,’ afforded 
her. 

‘You did not—find out what my news was.’ 

‘I did not. Is there anything particular—? ’ 

‘Yes. Iam enceinte.’ 

* 

He thought about this in a clumsy and incredulous way. 
What a woman, there was no end to her—a Roland for his 
Oliver: now she was going to have a baby! With what 
regularity she countered him. Perhaps Anastasya was 
getting one too? Bertha’s news rose up in opposition to 
the night he had just spent. Hopes of swagger sex in the 
future were dashed a little. He was crestfallen at once. 
He looked up with a gleam of hope. 

* Whose child is it ?’ 

* Kreisler’s.’ 

No, no good! There you are! he thought. 

Tarr got up and stepped over to her with a bright re- 
lieved look in his face. 

‘Poor Mensch!’ he said. *‘That’s a bad business. But 
don't go on about it or worry yourself: we can get married 
and it can always pass as mine: if we do it quickly 
enough.’ 

She looked up at him obliquely and sharply, with sus- 
picion grown a habit. When she saw the pleasant, assured 
expression, she saw that at last things had turned. Sor- 
bert was denying reality! He was ending with miracles 
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—against himself. Her instinct had always told her that 
generosity would not be lost. 

She could have told him at this juncture the actual cir- 
cumstances under which the child had come. But the idea 
having occurred to her she had the presence of mind to 
refrain. She knew that bv that her case would be so 
terribly weakened (whatever the satisfaction to her) that 
Tarr might immediately take back what he had said. 


Chapter 5 


HEN he got outside Bertha’s house, Bertha waving to 

him from the window with tears in her eyes, he came 
in for the counter-attack. One after the other the protest- 
ing masses of good sense rolled up. He picked his way out 
of the avenue with a reasoning gesticulation of the body ; 
a chicken-like motion of sensible fastidious defence in front 
of vulgar violence. At the gate he exploded in harsh 
laughter, looking bravely and raillingly out into the world 
through his glasses; then he tramped slowly off in his 
short jacket, his buttocks moving methodically just be- 
neath its rim. 

‘Ha ha! Ha ha! Kreisleriana’ he shouted without 
his voice. 

The indignant plebs of his glorious organism rioted 
around his mind. 

‘Ah-ha! Ah-ha! dirty practical joker, dirty intellect, 
where are you leading us now?’ They were vociferous. 
‘You have kept us fooling in this neighbourhood so long 
and now you are pledging us to your fancy fool for ever. 
Ah-ha! Ah-ha!’ 

A faction clamoured * Anastasya!’ Certain sense-sec- 
tions attacked him in vulnerable spots with Anastasya’s 
voluptuous banner unfurled and fragrant. He buffeted 
his way along, as though spray were dashing in his face, 
watchful behind his glasses. He met his thoughts with a 
contemptuous stiff veteran smile: this capricious and 
dangerous master had an offensive stylistic coolness, 
similar to Wellington breakfasting at Salamanca while 
Marmont hurried exultingly into traps: they were of the 
same metal, enemies of demagogues and haters of the mob. 

Those thoughts that bellowed ° Anastasya!’ however, 
held him up. He answered them. 

‘Anastasya! Anastasya! You shall have her, what do 
you take me for? you will still have your Anastasya all 
right, I am not selling myself or you, a man such as I am 
does not dispose of himself in such a matter as this. I am 
going to marry Bertha Lunken : well and what of it, shall 
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sleep with Anastasya I shall do so. “ Why marry Bertha 
Lunken and shoulder all that contagious mess?” Be- 
cause it 1s only the points or movements 1n life that matter, 
and one of those points 1s in question; namely, to keep 
faith with another person: then I show my world by 
choosing the “ premier venu ” to be my body-servant and 
body-companion my contempt for it and for my body, too. 
Are you satisfied ?’ 

Anastasya he sacrificed with a comparatively light heart. 
He came back to his earlier conclusions such successful 
people as Anastasya and himself were by themselves : it 
was as impossible to combine or wed them as to compound 
the genius of two great artists. If you mixed together into 
one whole Gainsborough and Goya he argued, you would 
get nothing. A subtle lyrical wail would gain nothing 
from living with a rough and powerful talent, or vice versa. 
success 1s always personal. More than ever he was steadily 
convinced that above a certain level co-operation, group- 
genius was a slavish pretence and in fact absurd Mob- 
talent or popular art was a good thing, it was a big, diffuse, 
vehement giant, but he was quite sure the only songs of 
the popular muse that were exciting were composed by 
great individuals, submerged in an unfavourable time. 

He saw this quite clearly . he and Anastasya could not 
combine otherwise than at present: it was like a mother 
being given a child to bear the same s1ze already as herself. 
Anastasya was in every way too big, she was too big 
physically, she was mentallyoutsize in the sex department, 
she was a Juggernaut. Did sex not alter the nature of the 
problem’ No _ The sexual sphere seemed to him to be 
an average from which everything came, from 1t everything 
rose or attempted to nse there was no mysterious opposi- 
tion extending up into Heaven, and dividing Heavenly 
Beings into Gods and Goddesses God was man. the 
woman was a lower form of life Everything started 
female and most so continued: a jellyish diffuseness 
spread itself and gaped upon all the beds and bas-fonds of 
everything : above a certain level sex disappeared, Just as 
in highly-organized sensualism sex vanishes. On the other 
hand, everything beneath that line was female. Jameson, 
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Lowther, Jeffries, Willie Silver, Eddie Watt, Massie, Pol- 
den, MacKenzie—he enumerated acquaintances palpably 
below that absolute line: a lack of energy, permanently 
mesmeric state, almost purely emotional, they all displayed 
it, they were true ‘women.’ That line had been crossed by 
Anastasya: he would not be a pervert because he had 
slept with her, but more than that would be peculiar. 
* 

That evening he met Anastasya as appointed: the 
moment he saw her he was completely routed: he was 
humbled and put out of conceit with his judgment. This, 
he realized later, was the cause of his lack of attachment. 
He needed an empty vessel to flood with his vitality, and 
not an equal and foreign vitality to coldly exist side by 
side with. He had taken into sex the procédés and selfish 
arrangements of life in general. He had humanized sex 
too much. He frequently admitted this, but with his 
defence lost sight of the flagrancy of the permanent fact. 

For the first time he now saw in Anastasya an element of 
protection and safety : she was a touch-wood and harbour 
from his perplexed interior life. She had a sort of ovation 
from him. 

They went to the same restaurant as the night before. 
He talked quietly, until they had drunk too much, and 
Bertha was not mentioned. 

‘And what about Bertha?’ At last she asked : 

‘Never mind about Bertha.’ 

‘Is she extinct ? ’ 

‘No. She threatens an entirely new sort of eruption.’ 

‘Oh. In what way new—?’ 

‘It doesn’t matter: it won’t come our way.’ 

‘ Are you going there to-morrow ? ’ 

*I suppose I must. But I shall not make many more 
visits.’ 

* What ’s that ?’ 

‘I shall give up going I say.’ He shifted restlessly in 
his chair: he had enough Bertha for one day. 


ae 
After breakfast next morning Anastasya left to go to the 
painting school. Butcher, whom he had not seen for some 
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days, came in. Tarr agreed to go down into town and 
have lunch witA him ; he put on aclean shirt. Talking to 
Butcher while he was changing, he stood behind his bed- 
room door: men of ambitious physique, like himself, he 
had always noticed, were inclined to puff themselves out 
or let ther arms hang in a position favoure»!e to their 
muscles while changing before another»: to avoid this 
he seldom exhibited himself unclosied. 

After lunch he left Butch* and went to the Mairie of 
a fashionable Quarter and made enquiries about civil 
marriages. After that he went to a lawyer. 

He was particularly amiable with Bertha that day, he 
told her about his going to the Mairie, and he made an 
appointment with her at the lawyer’s for the next day. 

Daily, then, he proceeded with his marriage arrange- 
ments in the afternoons. He saw Bertha regularly, but 
without modifying the changed ‘ correctness ’ of his atti- 
tude. The evenings he spent with Anastasya. 

By the time the french marriage preliminaries had been 
gone through and Bertha and he could finally be united, his 
relations with Anastasya had become as close as were those 
with Bertha formerly. With the exception of the time 
from three in the afternoon to seven in the evening that he 
took off everv day to see his fiancée, he was with Anastasya. 

On September 29th, three weeks after Bertha had told 
him that she was pregnant, he married her—in the time 
between three in the afternoon and seven in the evening 
set aside for her. Anastasya knew nothing about these 
happenings. Neither Bertha nor she were seeing their 
german women friends for the moment. 

After the marriage at the Mairie Bertha and Tarr walked 
back to the Luxembourg Gardens and sat down. She had 
not during the three intervening weeks mentioned Anas- 
tasya; it was no time for generosity, she had done too 
much of that. 

They sat for some time without speaking, as though they 
had quarrelled. She said, then : 

‘I am afraid Sorbert I have been selfish—.’ 

* You—selfish—how is that possible? That would be 
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something new.’ He had turned to her at once with a 
hurried fondness genuinely assumed. She looked at him with 
her wistful, democratic face, full of effort and sentiment. 

‘You are very unhappy Sorbert—.’ 

He laughed convincingly. 

‘No 1*z alll right.” 

‘J don’t belies you Sorbert.’ 

‘I'm sorry. Tight, I’m sad.’ 

* Are you depressed ? ’ 

‘Tam a little meditative: that is only natural on stch a 
solemn occasion. I was thinking, Bertho, if you want to 
know what my thoughts were, that we must set up house 
somewhere and announce our marriage. We must do this 
for appearance’s sake. You will soon be hors de combat—.’ 

‘Oh I shan't be just yet.’ 

* In any case, we have gone through this form because— 
for certain reasons: we must make this move efficacious. 
What are your ideas as to an establishment ? Let us take 
a flat together somewhere round here : the rue Servandoni 
is @ capital street : it is narrow, but it is good, it is cheap. 
There there are apartments. Do you know it ?’ 

‘No.’ She put her head on one side and puckered up 
her forehead. 

‘Near the Luxembourg Museum.’ 

He discussed the details of their movements : she had a 
great many things to pack—there was the chaise-longue, 
the pictures, the plaster casts of Beethoven and of the 
Drowned Girl; he would lend her a hand. 

He got up. 

‘It’s rather chilly. Let ’s get back.’ 

They walked for some time without speaking. So much 
unsaid had to be got rid of, without necessarily being said : 
Bertha had no idea where she was. Their ‘ establishment.’ 
as discussed by Tarr, appeared very unreal and also, what 
there was of it, disagreeable. What was he going to do 
with her, she wondered. 

‘You remember what I said to you some weeks ago ? ” 
he asked. ‘ About Anastasya Vasek. I am afraid there 
has been no change in that. You do not mind that ?’ 

‘No Sorbert. You are perfectly free.’ 
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Chapter 6 


NASTASYA and he were dining that night in Mont- 

martre as usual. His piece of news hovered over 

io conversation like a bird hesitating as to where to 
alight. 

‘I saw Bertha to-day ’ he said at last. 

* You still see her then,’ 

‘Yes, sometimes. For furm’s sake.’ 

‘I don’t understand you.’ 

‘I married her this afternoon. 

‘You what? Was heisst das—married! Was that for 
form’s sake? What do you mean ?’ 

‘What I say, my dear. I married her.’ 

‘You mean vou—?’ She put an imaginary ring upon 
her finger. 

‘Yes. I married her at the Mairie—over there.’ 

He slung his head to the right. 

Anastasya looked blankly into him, as though he con- 
tained cheerless stretches where no living thing could grow. 

‘You mean to say you ’ve done that ! ° 

‘Yes I have. 

* Why ?° 

Tarr stopped a moment. 

‘ Well, the alleged reason was that she is enceinte.’ 

‘ But,!—whose is the child ? ° 
* * Kreisler’s, so she says.’ 

The statement, she saw. was genuine : he was telling her 
what he had been doing. They both immediately retired 
into themselves, she to consider the meaning of this new 
fact ; he to wait, his hand near his mouth holding a pipe, 
until she should have collected herself. But he began 
speaking first. 

‘Things are exactly the same as before. I was bound 
to do that. I had allowed her to consider herself engaged 
a year ago, and had to keep to that. I have merely gone 
back a year into the past and fulfilled a pledge, and now 
return to you. All is in perfect order.’ 

‘ All is not in perfect order. It is Kreisler’s child to 
begin with you say—.’ 

$24 
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* Yes, but it would be very mean to employ that fact to 
evade an obligation. 

* That is sentimentality. 

* Sentimentality !—Cannot we, you and I, afford to give 
Bertha that? Sentimentality—what an absurd word that 
is with its fierce use in our poor modern hand». What do 
we mean by it ? has life become such an affair of economic 
calculation that men are too timid to allow themselves any 
complicated pleasures ? Where there is abundance you 
can afford waste : sentimentality is a cry on a par with 
‘the Simple Life *: the ideal of perfect Success is an in- 
vention of the same sort of individual as the propagandist 
of Equal Rights and the Perfectibility of the Species. 
Sentimentality is a privilege, that I admit, hence its un- 
popularity, it is a luxury that the crowd does not feel it can 
possibly afford in these hard times, and it is quite right.’ 

* That may be true as regards sentimentality in general : 
but in this case vou have been guiltv of a popular soft- 
ness—. 

‘No. Listen. I will make it clear to you. You say it 
was Kreisler’s child—? Well, that is my security! It is 
a guarantee that the altruistic origin of the action shall not 
be forgotten ? ° 

‘ But that is surely a very mean calculation ? ’ 

‘Therefore it takes the softness out of the action to 
which it is allied.’ . 

‘No. It takes its raison d’étre away altogether. It 
leaves it merely a stupid and unnecessary proceeding. It 
cancels the generosity but leaves the fact—your marriage.’ 

* But the fact ttself is altered by that !’ 

‘In what way ? You are now married to Bertha—.’ 

‘Yes but what does that mean ? I married Bertha this 
afternoon : here I am punctually and as usual at your side 
this evening—. 

* But the fact of your having married Bertha this after- 
noon will prevent your making anyone else your wife in 
the future.’ 

* You don’t want to be my wife. 

‘No, but supposing I had a child by you—not by 
Kreisler—it would be impossible to legitimatize him. The 
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thing is of no importance in itself: but you have given 
Kreisler’s child what you should have kept for your own !’ 

‘You would never want a child.’ 

‘How do you know? What’s the use of giving your 
sex aver into the hands of a swanky expert, as you describe 
it, 1f you continue to act on your own initiative? I 
throw up my job. Garcon, l’addition ! ’ 

But a move to the Café opposite satisfied her as a 
demonstration. Tarr remained passive. She extorted a 
promise from him, namely to cunduct no more obscure 
diplomacies in the future. 

x 

Bertha and Tarr took a four-room flat in the rue Festus, 
not far from the Place des Vosges, a Jong way out, a peri- 
pheral home. It was a cheap place. They gave a party to 
which Fraulein Liepmann and a good many other people 
came. Tarr maintained the rule of four to seven. roughly, 
for Bertha, with the utmost punctiliousness. Anastasya 
and Bertha did not meet. 

Bertha’s child was born, and it absorbed her energies for 
upwards of a year. It bore some resemblance to Tarr. 
Tarr’s afternoon visits became less frequent. He lived 
now publicly with his illicit and more splendid bride. 

Two years after the birth of the child, Mrs. Tarr divorced 
him: she then married an eye-doctor and lived with a 
brooding severity in his company and that of her only 
child. 

Tarr and Anastasya did not marry. They had no 
children. 

Tarr, however, had three children by a lady of the name 
of Rose Fawcett, who consoled him eventually for the 
splendours of his * perfect woman.’ But yet beyond the 
dim though solid figure of Rose Fawcett, another rises. 
This one represents the swing back of the pendulum once 
more to the swagger side. The cheerless and stodgy 
absurdity of Rose Fawcett required as compensation the 
painted, fine and enquiring face of Prism Dirkes. 
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